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MODENA GD Mock Ot» 
IO UCL Jon KO 
| To the Right Honourable 
EVAaUSLEL 
Lord HAL LIF AX. 


My LoRD, 


S ſoon as it was ads known that 


your Lordſhip was not diſpleaſed 
with this PLay, my friends began to va- 


ue themſelves upon the intereſt they had 


taken in its ſucceſs; I was touch'd with a 
vanity I had not before been acquainted 
with, and began to dream of nothing leſs 
than the immortality of my work. 


And I had ſufficiently ſhewn this vanity 
in inſcribing this PLAy to your Locdthip, 
did I only conſider you as one to whom ſo 
many admirable pieces, to whom the praiſes 
of Italy, and the beſt Latin poem ſince the 
Eneid, that on the oye of Ryſwick, are 
| = -. con- 


| Epiſtle Dedicatory. | 

conſecrated. But it had been intolerable 
preſumption to have addreſs' d it to you, 
my Lord, who are the niceſt judge of 
poetry, were you not alſo the greateſt en- 
courager of it; to you who excel all the 
preſent age as a poet, did you not ſurpaſs 
all the preceding ones as a patron. 


For in the times when the Muſes were 
moſt encouraged, the beſt writers were 
countenanced, but never advanced; they 
were admitted to the acquaintance of the 
greateſt men, but that was all they were to 
expect. The bounty of the patron is no 
where to be read of but in the works of 
poets, whereas your Lordſhip's will fill 
thoſe of the hiſtorians. | 5 


For what tranſactions can they write of 
which have not been managed by ſome 
who were recommended by your Lord- 
ſhip ? It is by your Lordſhip's means, that 
the univerſities have been real nurſeries for 
the ſtate; that the courts abroad arecharm'd 


by the wit and learning, as well as the 


ſagacity of our minitters ; that Germany, 
Switzerland, Muſcovy, and even Turke 
itfelf begins to reliſh the politeneſs of the 
Engliſh; that the poets at home adorn that 


court, 


court, which they formerly uſed only to 
divert ; that abroad they travel, in a man- 
ner very unlike their predeceſſor Homer, 
and with an equipage he could not be- 
ſtow, even on the heroes he deſigned to 
immortalize. 


And this, my Lord, ſhews your know - 
ledge of men as well as writings, and your 
judgement no leſs than your generotity ; 
you have diſtinguiſhed between thoſe who 
by their inclinations or abilities were qua- 
lifed for the pleaſure only, and thoſe that 
were fit for the ſervice of your country; 
you made the one eaſy, and the other uſe- 
ful: You have left the one no occaſion to 
with for any preferment, and you have 
obliged the publick by the promotion of 
the others. . 


And now, my Lord, it may ſeem odd 
that I ſhould dwell on the topick of your 


bounty only, when I might enlarge on fo 


many others; when I ought to take notice 
of that illuſtrious family from which you 
are ſprung, and yet of the great merit which 
was neceſſary to ſet you on a level with it, 
and to raiſe you to that houſe of peers, 
which was already filled with your rela- 
& 4: tions ; 
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tions; when J ought to conſider the bright- 
neſs of your wit in private converſation, 
and the ſolidity of your eloquence in pub- 
lick debates ; when I ought to admire in 
you the politeneſs of a courtier, and the 
ſincerity of a friend; the openneſs of be- 
haviour which charms all who addreſs 
themſelves to you, and yet that hidden 
reſerve which is neceſſary for thoſe great 
affairs in which you are concerned. 


To paſs over all theſe great qualities, my 

Lord, and inſiſt only on your generoſity, 
looks as if I ſolicited it for myſelf; but to 
that I quitted all manner of claim when I 
took notice of your Lordſhip's great judg- 
ment in the choice of thoſe you advance; 
1% taat all at preſent my ambition aſpires 
to is, that your Lordſhip would be pleaſed 
to pardon this preſumption, and permit me 
to profeſs myſelf, with the moſt profound 
reſpect, 


Your LorDpsniP's moſt humble, 
and moſt obedient ſervant, 


EDM. SMITH. 


THE 

PROLOGUE; 

MM. ADDISON. - 
Spoken by Mr. WII. K s. 


2 NG has a race of heroes fil" the frage, 
That rant by note, and thro' the gamut rage ; 
In ſongs and airs expreſs their martial fire, 
Combate in irills, and in a feuge expire; 
Fe, lulPd by found, and undiſturt*d by wit, 
Calm and ſerene you indolentiy fit ; 
And from the dull fatigue of thinking free, 
Hear the 2 us fiddles repartee: 
Our homeſpun authors mult forſaie the field, 
And Shakefpear to the foft Scarlatti yield. 
To your new taſte the poet of this day 
Fas by @ friend advis'd to form his play : 
Had Valentini, muſically coy, Tm 
Shunn'd Phedra's arms, ani {c:rn'd the proffer'd jn, 
It had nat mou d your windy ts have ſeen 
An eunuch fl; from an enamnur'd queen : 
Flow would it pleaſe, ſuaulil ſue in Engliſh ſpeat, 
And could Hippolitus repiy in Greek ? 
But he, a ſtranger to yaur mediſh wy, 
By your old rules muſt ſtand or fail to- day. 
And hopes you will your foreign taſte commend, 
To bear, far once, With what you underſtand. 


4A 5 THE 


FED s oF Of 

EPFLOCGUE 

By Mr. PRIOR. 
Spoken by Mrs. OLDFIELD. 


TFT ADIES, to-night your pity I implore 
For one who never troubled you before - 
An Oxford man, extremely read in Greet, 
Who from Eu—ripides makes Phedra ſpeat ; 
And comes to town to let us moderns knot 
| How women lov'd two thouſand years ago. 

1 that be all, ſaid I, een burn your play, 

ad, we know all that as well as they. 

Shaw us the youthful handſeme charioteer, 
Firm in his feat, and running his career; 
Our ſouls would kindle with as gen'rous flams: 
As &er inſpir'd the ancient Grecian danies : 
Ev'ry Iſmena would reſign ber breaſt, 

And ev'ry dear Hipfalitus be blaſti. 

But, as it is, fix flouncing Flanders mare: 
Are e en as good as any two of their; - 
And if Hippolitus can but contrive 
To buy the gilded chariot, Fohn can drive. 

Naw of the buſtiz you haue jeen ta- day, 
And Phadra's morals in this jcholar”'s play ; 
Something, at laſt, in juſtice, ſhould be ſaid, 
But this Hippalitus ſo fills one's head 
Mell] Phædra liv'd as chaſtly as fhe cau'd, 
Fer ſhe tas father Jave s non fleſh and ble; 


Fi. * 
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Her aukward love, indeed, was oddly fated, 
She and her Poly were too near related ; 
And yet that ſcruple had been laid aſide, 
1f honeſt Theſeus had but fairly dy d- 
ut when hs came, what needed he to knaw, 
But that all matters flord in ſtatu quo: 
There was no harm, yau ſee ; or grant there were, * 
She might want conduct, but he wanted care. 
"Twas in a huſband little leſs than rude, 
Upon his wife's retirement ts intrade : 
He ſhould have ſent a night or two before, 
That he would come exact at ſuch an hour; 
Then he had turn'd all tragedy to jeſt, 
Found ev'ry thing contribute to his reſt ; 
The picquet friend diſmiſi d, the coaſt all clear, 
And ſpouſe alone, impatient for her dear. 
But if theſe gay reflections come too lat? 
To keep the guilty Phædra from her fate, 
If yaur more ſerious judgment muſt condemn 
The dire effetts of her unhappy flame : 
Vet, ye chaſte matrons, and ye tender fair, 
Let love and innocence engage your care; 
My ſpotleſs flames to your protection take, 
ud ſpare poor Phædra for Iſmena's ſake. 


Dreamatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 
THesevs, king of Crete, Mr. Betterton. 


| HiprouTvs, his fon, in love with} . yy, Ria 


Iſmena, 
Lycox, miniſter of ſtate, Mr. Keen. 
CRATANDER, captain of the guards, Mr. Corey. 
WOMEN. 


PHzXpR a, Theſeus's queen, in love | 
with Hippolitus, : Mrs. Barrey. 


2 IsuENA, a captive princeſs in love | 
with Hippolitus, l 1 Mrs. Oldfield. 


| Guards, Attendants, 


PHEDRA 


PHADR A 


AND 


HIPPOLITUS. 


ACT I SCENE I. 
Enter Cratander and Lycon. 


Lycon. 


Is ftrange, Cratander, that the royal Phædra 
* * Should ſtill continue reſolute in grief, 
T And obſtinately wretched : 
xe) That one fo gay, ſo beautiful and young 
Of godlike virtue and imperial power, 
Should fiy inviting joys, and court deſtruction. 
Crat. Is there not cauſe, when lately join'd in marriage, 
To have the king her huſband calPd to war? 
Then for three tedious moons to mourn his abſence, 
Nor know his fate ? | 
Lyc. The king may cauſe her ſorrow, 
But not by abſence : oft I've ſeen him hang 
With greedy eyes and languiſh o'er her beauties, 
She from his wide, deceiv'd, deſiring arms | 
Flew taſteleſs, loathing ; whilſt dejeted Theſeus, 
With mournful loving eyes purſu'd her flight, 
And dropt a filent tear. 
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Crat. Ha! this is hatred, 
This is averſion, horror, deteſtation : 
Why did the queen, who might have cull'd 3 
Why did ſhe give her perſon and her throne 
To one ſhe re ? 4 
Perha e thought it juſt 
That he Boll wear 5 2 ſav'd. 9 
Crat. Could ſhe not glut his hopes with wealth and F 
honour, 
| Reward his valour, yet reject his love ? 
Why, when a happy mother, queen and widow ; 
Why did ſhe wed old Theſeus ? while his ſon, 
The brave Hippolitus, with equal youth | 
And equal beauty —_— have rd her arms. ö 
Lyc. litus (in diſtant Scythia born, ; 
The v 4 Amazon, Camilla's fon). 
"Till e our queen's marriage, was unknown to Crete: 
And ſure the queen could with him ſtill unknown: 
She loaths, deteſts him, flies his hated preſence, 
And ſhrinks and — at his very name. 
Crat. Well may ſhe hate the prince ſhe needs muſt fear; 
He may diſpute the crown with Phædra's ſon. 
He's brave, he's fiery, youthful and belov'd; 
His courage charms the men, his frrm the women ; 
His very ſports are war. 
Lyc. Oh! he's all hero, ſcorns th' inglorious caſe 
Of * Crete, delights to ſhine in arms, 
To wield the ſword, and launch the pointed ſpear; 
To tame the gen'rous horſe, that nobly wild. 
Neighs on the hills, and dares the angry lion ; 
To join the fruggling g courſers to his chariot, 
To make their ſtubborn necks the rein obey, 
To turn, or top, or ſtretch along the plain. 
Now the queen s ſick, there's dan r in his courage. 
Be ready with your guards. -I fear Hippolitus. [ Exit 2 
Fear him — what? poor ſilly virtuous wretch, 
Affecting and contemning power: 
Warm 2 pride, without ambition brave; 
A ſenſeleſs . fit to be a tool 
To thoſe whoſe godlike ſouls are turn'd for empire. 
An open honeſt fool, that loves and hates, 
And yet more fool to own it, He hates flatterers, 


He. 


+ 


; 


O charming virgi 
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He hates me too; weak boy, to make a foe 

Where he might have a flave. I hate him too, 
But cringe, and flatter, fawn, adore, yet hate him. 
Let the queen live or die, the prince mult fall. 


Enter Iſmena. 


What ftill — on the queen, Iſmena? 
irgin ! O exalted virtue! 

Can ſtill your eſs conquer all your wrongs ? 
Are you not robb'd of your Athenian crown ? 
Was not your royal father Pallas ſlain? 
And all his wretched race, by conqu'ring Theſeus ? 
And do you ſtill watch o'er his conſort Ph ? 
And ſtill repay ſuch cruelty with love? 

Vn. Let them be cruel that delight in miſchief : 
Pm of a ſofter mould; poor Phædra's ſorrows 
Pierce thro* my yielding heart, and wound my foul. 

Lyc. Now thrice the riſing ſun has chear'd the world, 
Since ſhe renew'd her ſtrength with due refreſhment ; 
Thrice has the night brought eaſe to man, to beaſt, 
Since wretched Phædra clos'd her ſtreaming eyes: 


Bhe flies all reſt, all neceſſary food, 


Reſolv'd to die, nor capable to live. 

In. But now her grief has wrought her into phrenzy; 
The images her troubled fancy forms 
Are incoherent, wild ; her words disjointed : 

Sometimes ſhe raves for muſick, light, and air. 

Nor air, nor light, nor muſick, calm her pains ; 

Then with extatic ftrength ſhe ſprings aloft, 

And moves and bounds with vigor not her own. 

Lyc. Then life is on the wing; then moſt ſhe ſinks 
When molt ſhe feems reviv'd. Like boiling water, 
That foams and hiſſes o'er the crackling wood, 

And bubbles to the brim ; ey'n then moſt waſting, 
When molt it ſwells. | | 

I/m. My lord, now try your art ; 
Her wild diſorder may diſcloſe the ſecret 
Her cooler ſenſe conceaPd ; the Pythian goddeſs 
Is dumb and ſullen, till with fury fill'd 


She ſpreads, ſhe riſes, growing to the ſight, 


She ſtares, ſhe foams, the raves ; the awful fecrets 


Burft 
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Burſt from her trembling lips, and eaſe the tortur'd maid. 
But Phædra comes, ye gods, how pale, how weak! 


Enter Phædra and Arrendants. 


Phed. Stay, virgins, 3 PN reft my wea : 
My Teng lake —— mx wo 5 * 
Ake with the flaſhing light; my locgn'd knees 
Sink under their dull weight. Support me, Lycon. 
Alas! I faint. | 

Eyc. Afford her eaſe, kind Heav'n ! 

Phed. Why blaze theſe jewel: round my wretched head? 
Why all this labour'd elegance of drefs ? 

Why flow theſe wanton curls in art ful rings? 
Take, ſnatch em hence. Alas! you all conſpire 
To heap new ſorrows on my tortur'd foul : 

All, all conſpire to make your queen unhappy. 

Im. This you requir'd, and to the pleaſing taſk 
Call'd your officious maids, and urg'd their art; 

You bid 'em lead you from yon hideous darkneſs 
To the glad chearing day, yet now avoid it, 
And hate the light you ſought. 
Pd. Oh, myLycon! 
Oh! how I long to lay my weary head 
On tender flow'ry beds and {pringing aſs, 
To ſtretch my limbs beneath the ſpreading ſhades 
Of venerable oaks, to flake my thirſt 
With the cool nectar of refreſhing ſprings. 

Lc. 11 foothe her phrenzy. Come, Phædra, let's away; 
Let's to the woods and lawns, and limpid ftreams. 

Phed. Come, let's away; and thou moſt bright Diana, 
Goddeſs of woods, immortal, chaſte Diana, | 
Goddeſs prefiding o'er the rapid race, 

Place me, O place me in the duſty ring, 
Where youthful charioteers contend for glory ; 
See how they mount and ſhake the flowing reins, 
See from the goal the fiery courſers bound, . 
Now they ſtrain panting up the ſteepy hill, 
Now ſweep along its top, now neigh along the vale ; 
How the car rattles, how its kindhng wheels 
Smoak in the whirl ! the circling ſand aſcends, 
And in the noble duſt the chariot's loft, - - 1 
1 5 | c. 
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 Lyc. What, madam! 4 of 
| | _ Phead. Ah, my Lycon! ah, what ſaid I? 
Where was I hurry'd by my roving fancy? 
My languid eyes are wet with ſudden tears, 
And on my face unbidden bluſhes glow. 

Lyc. Bluſh then, but bluſh for your deſtructive ſilence, 
That tears your ſou}, and weighs you down to death 
Oh! ſhould you die (ye pow'rs forbid her death) 6 
Who then would ſhield from wrongs your helpleſs orphan ? 
Oh! he might wander, Phædra's ſon might wander, 
A naked ſuppliant thro? the world for aid; 

Then he may cry, invoke his mother's name : 
He may be doom'd to chains, to ſhame, to death, 
While proud Hippolitus ſhall mount his throne. 

Phed. O Heav'ns! 

Lyc. Ha, Phædra, are you touch'd at this? 

Phed. Unhappy wretch! what name was that you ſpoke? 

Lyc. And 4 name provoke your juſt reſentments ? 
Then let it raiſe your fear, as well as rage: 

Think how you wrong'd him, to his father wrong'd him; 
Think how you drove him hence a wand'ring exile 
To diftant chmes ; then think what certain vengeance - 
His rage may wreak on your unhappy _— 
For his ſake then renew your drooping ſpirits ; 
Feed with new oil the waſting lamp of life, 
That winks and trembles, now, juſt now expiring : 
Make haſte, preſerve your life. 

|  Phed. Alas! too long, | 
Too have I preſerv'd that guilty life. 

Lyc. Guilty! what guilt ? has blood, has horrid murder 
Imbru'd your hands ? | 
Pied. Alas! my hands are guiltleſs, 

But oh! my heart's defiPd. 
I've ſaid too much; forbear the reſt, my Lycon, 
And let me die to ſave the black confeſſion. 

Lyc. Die then, but not alone; old faithful Lycon 

Shall be a victim to your cruel ſilence. 

Will you not tell? O lovely, wretched queen 

By all the cares of your firſt infant years, 

By all the love, faith, and zeal I've ſhew'd you, 

Tell me your griefs, unfold your hidden forrows, 
And teach your Lycon how to bring you comfort. 


Phed. 


4 


A 
OS. wi — 


And yet that 
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Phed. What ſhall I ſay, malicious cruel pow'rs ? 
O where ſhall I begin ? — 
How fatal love has been to all our race! 

Lyc. Forget it, madam; let it die in filence. 

Phed. O Ariadne! O anhappy fiſter ! 

Lyc. Ceaſe to record your fiſter*s grief and ſhame. 

Phed. And fince the cruel god of love — it, 
I fall the laft, and moſt undone of all. 

Lye. Do you then love? 

 Phed. Alas! I groan beneath 

The pain, the guilt, the ſhame of impious love. 

Lyc. Forbid it, Heaven ! 

Phed. Do not upbraid me, Lycon : 

I love.——Alas! I ſhudder at the name; 
My blood runs backward, and my fault'ring tongue 
Sticks at the ſound—1 love.—0 rizhteous Hav * 
Why was I born with ſuch a ſenſe of virtue, 


So abhorrence of the ſmalleſt crime, 
And yet © 0 Me 06 20s Tan us guilt ? 
Rain on me, » your » your ſharpeſt tortures, 


Afflict my with any but guilt, 

t is mine. P ll think no more; 
PH to the woods among the happier brutes. 

Come, let's away 3 hark, the ſhrill horn reſounds, 
The jolly huntſmens e ies rend the wide heav'ns. 
Come, o'er the hills purſue the bounding ſtag; 
Come, chaſe the lion and the foamy boar; 

Come, rouſe up all the monſters of the wood, 


For there, ev'n there, Hippolitus will guard me. 
Lyc. Hippolitus ! 
Phed. Who's he that names Hippolitus ? 
Ah! Pm betray'd, and all my guilt diſcover'd. 
Oh! give me poiſon, ſwords, I'll not live, nor bear it 
Pl ſtop my breath. 
I. I'm loſt, but what's that loſs? 
Hippolitus is loſt, or loft to me: 
Vet ſhould her charms prevail upon his ſoul, 
Should he be falſe, n. 
With my laſt parting breath I'd bleſs m : 
Then 22 lonely deſart place — 
Whence my unhappy death ſhall never reach him, | 
Leſt it ſhould wound his peace, or damp his joys. 14. 
Lycs 
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Lyc. Think ſtill the ſecret in your royal breaft, 
For by the awful majeſty of Jove, 
By the all- ſeeing ſun, by righteous Minos, 
By all your kindre we fwear, O Phædra, 
| Safe as our lives we'll keep the fatal ſecret. | 
I/m. c. We ſwear, all fwear to keep it ever ſecret. 
Phed. Keep it! from whom? why it's already known, 
The tale, the whiſper of the babbling vulgar : 
Oh! can you keep it from yourſelves, unknow it ? 
Or do you think I'm ſo far gone in guilt, 
That I can ſee, can bear the looks, the eyes 
Of one who knows my black detefted crimes, 
Of one who knows that Phædra loves her fon ? 
Lic. Unhappy queen! auguſt, unhappy race! 
Oh! why did heſeus touch this fatal ſhore ? 
Why did he ſave us from Nicander's arms, | 
To bring worſe ruin on us by his love t 
Phed. His love indeed ; for that unhappy hour 
In which the prieſts join'd Theſeus' hand to mine, 
Shew'd the young Scythian to my dazzled eyes. 
Gods! how I ſhook ! what boiling heat inflam'd 


The god of love, ev'n the whole god, ſt me. 
Lyc. At once, at firſt poſſeſt you! 
3 Phed. Yes, at firſt. 
That fatal ev'ning we purſu'd the chace, 
When from behind the wood, with ruſtling ſound, 
A monſtrous boar ruſfht forth: his baleful eyes 
Shot glaring ſire, and his ſtiff-pointed briſtles 
Roſe high upon his back ; at me he made, 
his tuſks, and churning hideous foam; 
Then, then Hippolitus flew in to aid me: 
CO all hum/elf, and riſing to the blow, 
He launch'd the whiſtling ſpear ; the well-aim's jav'lin 
Pierc'd his tough hide, and quiver'd in his heart ; 
The moniter fell, and gnaſhing with huge tuſks, 
Plow'd up the crimfon earth. But then Hippolitus ! 
— — s mov'd and look'd when he approach'd me! 
en hot and panting from the ſa ee, 
Dreadful as Mars, — as 2 5 
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His crimſon cheeks with purple beauties 
His lovely ſparkling eyes ſhot martial fires. 
= 8 form ! O extaſy wo tranſport ! . 
y brea ſhort, m ng heart n ard, 
And — denndud fo w — Sw * 
Alas! I'm pleas'd ; the horrid ſtory charms me.--- 
No more--- That night with fear and love I ficken 'd. 
Oft I receiv'd his fatal charming viſits; 
Then would he talk with ſuch an heav'nly grace, 
Look with ſuch dear compaſſion on my pains, 
F | 
y ears, m greedy es, my thirſty ſoul, 
Drank 8 in the dear delicious poiſon, 
Till I was loft, quite loſt in impious love. 
And ſhall I drag an execrable life ? | 
And ſhall I hoard up t, and treaſure vengeance ? 
Lyc. No; labour, ſtrive, ſubdue that guilt, and live, 
Phed. Did I not labour, ſtrive, all- ſeeing pow' rs ? 
Did I not weep and pray, implore your aid ? 
Burn clouds of incenſe on your loaded altars ? 
Oh! I calld heav'n and earth to my aſſiſtance. 
All the ambitious thirſt of fame and empire, 
And all the honeft pride of conſcious virtue : 
I ſtruggled, rav'd ; the new-born paſſion reign'd 
Almighty 1n its birth. 
Lyc. Did you Cer try 
To gain his love ? 
Phed. Avert ſuch crimes, ye pow'rs ! 
No; to avoid his love I fought his hatred : 
I wrong'd him, ſhunn'd him, baniſh'd him from Crete ; 
I ſent him, drove him from my longing ſight : 
In vain I drove him, for his tyrant form 
Reign'd in my heart, and dwelt before my eyes. 
If to the gods I pray d, the very vows 
I made to Heav'n were by my erring tongue 
Spoke to Hippolitus. If I try'd to ſleep, 
Straight to my drowſy eyes my reſtleſs fan 4 
Brought back | his fatal 8 and curſt my ſlumber. 
He. Firſt let me try to melt him into love. 
Phed. No; did his hapleſs — equal — 
I would refuſe the bliſs I — 
Conſult my fame, and ſacrifice my life. 


» 


Yes, 
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Yes, I would die, Heaven knows, this very moment, 
Rather than wrong my lord, my huſband Theſeus. 

Lyc. Perhaps that lord, that huſband is no more ; 
He went from Crete in haſte, his army thin, 
To meet the numerous troops of fierce Moloſſians; 
Yet tho' he lives, while ebbing life decays, 
Think on your ſon. 

Phed. Alas ! that ſhocks me. 

O let me ſee my young one, let me ſnatch 
A hafty farewel, a laſt dying kiſs. 
Yet ſtay; his fight will melt my juſt reſolves ; 


But oh! I beg with my laſt fallying breath, 
Chenih my babe. 222 


Enter Meſſenger. 
8 
122 Madam, I grieve to tell you 
What you muſt know : Your royal huſband's dead. 
Phed. Dead! O ye pow'rs! 
 _Lyc. O fortunate event! 
Then earth-born L —— the throne, 
Leave to his happy ſon the crown of Jove, 
And be ador'd like him. [ Hide. Mourn, mourn, ye 
| Cretans ; 
Since he is dead whoſe valour ſav'd your iſle, 
Whoſe prudent care with flowing plenty crown'd 
His peaceful ſubjects; as your tow'ring Ida, 
With ſpreading oaks, and with — ſtreams, 
Shades and enriches all the plains below. 
Say how he dy d. 
1 He dy d as Theſeus ought, 
In battle dy'd : Philotas, now a — 1 
That ruſhing on fought next his perſon, 
That ſaw his thund' ring arm beat ſquadrons down, 
Saw the great rival of Alcides fall. 
2 es beheld his well-known ſteed, beheld 
A proud Barbarian glitt ring in his arms, 
Encumber'd with the ſpoil. . 
| Phed. Is he then dead ? 
Is my much-injur'd lord, my Theſeus, dead? 
And dont I ſhed one tear upon hi urn ? 


What! 
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What! not a ſigh, a groan, a ſoft complaint ? 
Ah! theſe — ied due from pious brides, 
From a chaſte matron, and a virtuous wife : 

But ſavage love, the tyrant of my heart, 
Claims all my ſorrows, and uſurps my grief. 

Lyc. Diſmiſs that grief, and give a looſe to joy: 
He's dead, the bar of all your bliſs is dead; 

Live then, my queen, forget the wrinkled Theſeus, 
And take the youthful hero to your arms. 

Phed. I dare not now admit of ſuch a thought, 
And bleſs'd be Heav'n that ſteel'd my ftubborn heart; 
That made me ſhun the bridal bed of Theſeus, 

And give him empire, but refuſe him love. 

Lyc. Then may his happier ſon be bleſt with both; 
Then rouze your ſoul, and muſter all your charms, 
Soothe his ambitious mind with thirſt of empire, 

And all his tender thoughts with ſoft allurements. | 

Phed. But ſhould the youth refuſe my proffer'd love ! 
O ſhould he throw me from his loathing arms ! 
J fear the trial; for I know Hippolitus 
Fierce in the right, and obſtinately good: 

When round beſet, his virtue, like a flood, 

Breaks with reſiſtleſs force th' oppoſing dams, 

And bears the mounds along ; they're hurry'd on, 1 
And ſwell the torrent they were rais'd to ſtop. 
I dare not yet reſolve; I'll try to live, 

And to the awful gods PII leave the reſt. 

Lyc. Madam, your ſignet, that your ſlave may order 
What's moſt expedient for your royal ſervice. 

Phad. Take it, and with it take the fate of Phzdra, 
And thou, O Venus, aid a ſuppliant queen, | 
That owns thy triumphs, and adores thy pow'r: 

O ſpare thy captives, and ſubdue thy foes. 

On this cold Scythian let thy pow'r be known, 

And in a lover's cauſe aſſert thy oon: 

Then Crete as Paphos ſhall adore thy ſhrine ; | 
'This nurſe of Jove with grateful fires ſhall ſhine, | 
And with thy father's flames ſhall! worſhip thine. 


[Exit Phad. Ee. 


Lycon 
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Lycon folus. 


If ſhe propoſes love, why then as ſurely 
His haughty ſoul refuſes it with ſcorn.---- 
Say I confine him !---If ſhe dies he's ſafe ; 
And if ſhe lives, PII work her raging mind. 
A woman ſcorn'd with eaſe Il work to vengeance: 
With humble, fawning, wiſe, obſequious arts 
TII rule the whirl and tranſport of her ſoul ; 
That when her reaſon hates, her rage may act. 


When barks glide ſlowly thro? the lazy main, 

The baflied pilots turn the helms in vain ; 

When driv'n by winds they cut the foamy way, 
The rudders govern, and the ſhips obey. [Exit. 


The End of the Flas Acer. 


-A. MN KRAN 


„ 
7 3 


Enter Phædra, Lycon, and Iſmena. [ Enter M.. 


MJ. F ADAM, the prince Hippolitus attends. 
M Phed. Admit him. Where, where, Phadra's 
. 3 25 ſoul? 
What ---Shall I ſpeak ? And ſhall my guilty tongue 
Let this 3 es know his —41 * i — 
Or ſhall I ſtill confine within my breaſt 
43 My reſtleſs paſſions and devouring flames? 
But ſee he comes, the lovely tyrant comes. 
He ruſhes on me like a blaze of light; 
I cannot bear the tranſport of his preſence, 
But fink cppreſs'd with woe. 


Lucent. 


Enter 
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Enter Hippolitus. 


Hip. Immortal Gods! 
What have IT done to raiſe ſuch abhorrence 
What have I done to ſhake her ſhrinking nature 
With my approach, and kill her with oy ? 


| Lyc. Alas! another grief devours her | 
And only your aſſiſtance can reheve her. 5 
Hip. fla! make it known, that I may fly and aid her. 
Lyc. But promiſe firſt, my lord, to keep it ſecret. 
Hip. Promiſe! I ſwear, on this good ſword I fwear, 
This ſword, which firſt gain'd youthful Theſeus honour ! 
Which oft has puniſh'd perjury and falſhood ; 
By thund'ring Jove, by Grecian Hercules, 
By the majeſtic form of godlike heroes, 
That ſhine around, and conſecrate the ſteel ; 
No racks, no ſhame, ſhall ever force it from me. 
Phed. Hippolitus. 
Hip. Yes, tis that wretch, who begs you to diſmiſs 
This hated object from your eyes for ever. 
Begs leave to march againſt the foes of Theſeus, 
And to revenge or ſhare his father's fate. 
Pad. Oh, Hippolitus! 
I own I've wrong'd you, moſt unjuſtly wrong'd you ; 
Drove you from court, from Crete, and from your father ; 
The court, all Crete, deplor'd their ſuffering hero, 
And I (the ſad occaſion) moſt of all. 
Vet could you know relenting Phzdra's ſoul ! 
Oh, could you think with what reluctant grief 
I wrong'd the hero whom I wiſh'd to cheriſh ! 
Oh! you'd confeſs me wretched, not unkind, 
And own thoſe ills did moſt deſerve your pity, 
Which moſt procur'd your hate. 
| Hip. My hate to Phzdra ! 
Ha! could I hate the royal ſpouſe of Theſeus, 
My queen, my mother ? | 
Phed. Why your queen and mother ? 
More humble ties would ſuit my loft condition. 
Alas! the iron hand of death is on me, 
And I have only time t' implore your pardon. 
Ah! would my lord forget injurious Phædra, 


And 
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And with compaſſion view her helpleſs orphan | 
Would he receive him to his dear protection, 


Defend his youth from all encroaching foes ! POS 

Hip. Oh, I'll defend him! oy bg Ann defend him ! 
Heav'ns dart your jud on this faithleſs head, 

If I don't him all a flave's obedience, 
And all a Father's love. | 
Phaed. A father's love! 
Oh, doubtful ſounds! oh, vain deceitful hopes! 
My grief's much eas'd by this tranſcending goodneſs, 
And Theſeus? death fits lighter on my ſoul. 
Death! he's not dead: he lives, he breathes, he ſpeaks ; 
He lives in you, he's preſent to my eyes; 
i ſee him, ſpeak to him. My heart ! I rave, 
And all my folly's known. 
Hp. Oh, glorious folly! ! | 
See, Theſeus, fee, how much your Phadra lov'd you. 
 Phaed. Love him, indeed! dote, languiſh, die tor him. 
Forſake my food, my fleep, all joys for Theſeus; 
(But not that hoary venerable Theſeus) 
But Theſeus, as he was when mantling blood | 
 Glow'd in his lovely cheeks ; when his bright eyes 
Sparkled with youthful fires z when ev'ry grace 
Shone in the father, which now crowns the ſon ; 
When Theſeus was 9 
Hi. Ha! amazement ſtrikes me: 
Where will this end ? 
Lye. Is't difficult to gueſs ? 
Does not her flying paleneſs, that but now 
Sat cold and languid in her fading cheek, 
(Where now ſucceeds a momentary luſtre) 
Does not her beating heart, her trembling limbs, 
Her withing looks, = ſpeech, her preſent ſilence, 
All, all proclaim imperial Phædra loves you? 

Hip. What do I hear? what, docs no lightning flaſh, 
No thunder bellow, when ſach monfrous crimes 
Are own'd, avow'd, confeft ? All-ſecing ſun ! 
Hide, hide in ſhameful night thy beamy head, 
And ceaſe to view the hotrors of thy race. 
Alas! I ſhare th' amazing guilt; theſe eyes, 
That firft inſpir'd the black inceſtuous flame, 
Theſe ears, that keard the _ of impious love, 


Are 
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Are all accurs'd, and all deſerve your thunder, 
Phed. Alas, my lord! believe me not ſo vile. 
No; by thy goddeſs, by the chaſte Diana, 
None but my firft, my much-lov'd lord Arſamnes, 
Vas cer receiv'd in theſe unhappy arms. 
No; for the love of thee, of thoſe dear charms, 
Which now I fee are doom'd to be my ruin, 
T ſtil deny'd my lord, my huſband ITheſeus, 
The chaſte, tte modeſt joys of ſpotleſs marriage 
hat drove him hence to war, to ſtormy ſeas, _ 
Jo rocks and waves, leſs cruel than his Phxdra. 
Hip. If that drove Theſeus hence, then that kill'd 
Theſcus. 
And cruel Phædra kill'd her huſband Theſeus. 
Phed. Forbear, raſh youth, nor dare to rouſe my ven- 
geance; 
Yeu need not urge, nor temↄt my ſwelling rage 
With black reproaches, ſcorn, and provocation, 
To do a deed my reaſon world abhor. 
Long has the ſecret ſtruggled ia my breaſt, 
Long has it rack'd and rent my tortur'd boſom ; 
But now tis out. Shame, rage, confuſion tear 
And drive me on to act unheard-cf crites; 
To murder thee, myſelf, and all that know it. 
As when convulſions cleave the lab'ring earth, 
Before the diſmal yawn appears, the ground 
Trembles and heaves, the nodding houſes craſh ; 
He's fafe, who from the dreadful warning flies, £ 
But he that fees its opening bofom dies. [Exit 
Hip. Then let me take the warning and retire ; | 
T'd rather truſt the rough Ionian waves, 
Than woman's fiercer rage. | 
| Iſmena eavs herſelf, liſtening. 
Lye. Alas, my lord! 
Yon mutt not leave the queen to her deſpair. 
Hip. Muſt not! from thee? from that vile upſtart Lycon ! 
Lyc. Yes; from that Lycon who derives his greatneſs 
From Phædra's race, and now would guard her life. 
Then, Sir, forbear, and view this royal ſignet, 
And in her faithful ſlave obey the queen. 
Ester guards. 
Guards, watch the prince, but at that awful — " 
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With that reſpect, it may not ſeem confinement, 


But only meant for honour, 


Hip. So, confinement is 

The honour Crete beftows on Theſeus' ſon. 
Am I confin'd? and is't ſo ſoon forgot, 
When kerce Procruſtes“ arms o'er-ran your kingdom? 
V, hen your ſtreets echo'd with the cries of orphans, 
Your chrieking maids clung round the hallow'd ſhrine; 
Waen all your palaces and lofty towers 

1 


Smoak'd on the earth, when the red ſky around 


(low'd with your city's flames (a dreadful luſtre) 


Then, then my father flew to your aſſiſtance; 

Theo Theieus ſav'd your lives, eſtates, and honours, 

And do you thus reward the hero's toil ? | 

And do you now confine the hero's fon ? 

_ Lye. Take not an eaſy ſhort confinement ill, 

Which your own ſafety and the queen's requires. 

But fear not ought from one that joys to ſerve you. 
Hp. Oh, I difdain thee, traitor, but not fear thee ; 

Nor will I hear of ſervices from Lycon. 

Tny very looks are lies, eternal falſhood 

Smiles in thy looks, and flatters in thy eyes; 

Ea in thy humble face I read my ruin, 

In ev'ry cringing bow and favning ſmile. 

Why elſe d'ye whiſper out your dark ſuſpicions ? 

Why with malignant elogies encreaſe 

T'1e people's fears, and praiſe me to my ruin? 


Why thro” the troubled ſtreets of frighted Gnoſſus 


Do bucklers, helms, and poliſh'd armour blaze? 
Why ſounds the dreadful din of inſtant war, 
Whilit ful the foe's unknown? 
Lyc. Then quit thy art:; 
Put off the flateſman, and reſume the jun (Mice. 
Thou, Proteus, ſhift thy various fort. norte, 
But boldly own the god. _——Tlhat fo2's 109 near. 
I Hip. 


he queen's diſeaſe, and your aſpiring rind, 
Diſturb all Crete, and give a looſe to war. 
Hip. Gods! dares he ſpeak thus to a monarch's fon : 

And mult this earth-born ſlave command in Crete? 
Was it for this my godlike father fo1pht ? 
Did Theſeus bleed for Lycon? O ye C-2tars, 
B 2 
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See there your king, the ſucceſior of Minos, $ 
And heir of Jove. Ys RI a Sa 4 
xc. You may as well provoke : 
That Jove you worſhip, as this ſlave you ſcorn. 
Go ſeize Almæon, Nicias, and all | | 
The black abettors of his impious treaſon. 
Now o'er thy head th' avenging thunder rolls; 
For know on me depends thy inſtant doom. pe ene 
Then learn, proud prince, to bend thy haughty ſoul, 
And, if thou think'ſt of life, obey the queen. 
Hip. Then free from fear or guilt I'll wait my doom. 
_ Whate'er's my fault, no ſtain ſhall blot my glory. 
Vil guard my honour, you diſpoſe my life. EI 
| We [Ex. Lyc. and Crat. 
Since he dares brave my rage, the danger's near, 
he timorous hounds that hunt the generous lyon 
Bay afar off, and tremble in purſuit; 
But when he firuggles in th' entangling toils, 
Inſult the dying prey.-----"Tis kindly done, Iſmena, 43 
2 1 5 Um. enters. 1 
Wich all your charms to viſit my diſtreſs; | | 
Soften my chains, and make confinement eaſy. 
Is it then giv'n me to behold thy beauties ! 
"Thoſe bluſhing ſweets, thoſe lovely loving eyes 
To preſs, to ſtrain thee to my beating heart, 
And grow thus to my love! What's Bren to this ? 
What's fame or greatneſs ? take 'em, take em, Phadra, 
Freedom and fame, and in the dear coninemert 
Encloſe me thus for ever. | F 
| In. O Hippclicus! 9 
Oh, I could ever dwell in this continement ! 1 
Nor wiſh for _ while I bchold my lord: 
But yet that wiſh, that only wiſh is vain, | 
When my hard fate thus forces me to beg you, 
Drive from your godlike ſoul a wretched maid : 
Take to your arms (aſſiſt me, Heav'n! to ſpeak it) 
Take to your arms imperial Phædra, 
And think of me no more. 
Hip. Net think of thee ? 


What ! part, for ever part? unkind Iſmena N 
Oh! can you think that death is half ſo dreadful, 5 
As it would be to live, and live without thee ? : 

f N day, 
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Say, ſhould I quit thee, ſhould I turn to Phædra, 
Say, couldit thou bear it? could thy tender ſoul 
Endure the torment of deſpairing love, 
And fee me fettled in a rival's arms? 3 
Zi. Think not of me: Perhaps my equal mind 
May learn to bear the fate the gods allot me. 
Yet would you hear me; could yout lov'd Iſmena 
With all her charms o'er-rule your fallen honour, _ 
Yea yet might live, nor leave the poor Iſmena. 
Hip. Speak: if I can, Pm ready to obey: 
In. Give the queen hopes, | | 
Hip. No more---my ſoul diſdains it. 
No; ſhould I try, my haughty foul would ſwell, 
Farpen each word, and threaten in my eyes. 
Oh, ſhould I ſtoop to cringe, to lie, forſwear? 
Deſerve the ruin which 1 ſtrive to ſhun ? | 
Zim. Oh, I can't bear this cold contempt of death! 
Fhis rigid virtue, chat prefers your glory 
To m_ 7 _ = — man B 
By theſe fad ſighs, by theſe poor ſtreaming eyes, 
By that dear — that makes us v nope; 
By the near danger of that precivus life, 
Heav'n knows I value much above my own. 
What! not yet mov'd? are you reſolv'd on death? 
Then, ere tis night, I fwear by all the pow'rs 
This ſteel ſhall end my fears and life together. 
Hip. You fha'n't be truited with a lite ſo precious. 
No; to the court PI! publifh your defign : 
Ev'n bloody Lycon will prevent your fate; 
Lycon ſhall wrench the dagger from your boſom, 
And raving Phædra will preterve Iſmena. 
Lin. Phædra! come on, I'Il lead you on to Phædra: 
P11 tell her all the ſecrets of our love; 
Give to her rage her cloſe deſtructive rival: 
Her rival ſure will fall; her love may ſave you. 
Come, fee me labour in the pangs of deat}, 
My agonizing limbs, my dying 2 hg 
Dying, yet fixt in death on my Hippolitus. 
Flip. wy your deftgn ? ye pow'rs! what means my 
ore? _ | 95 
1/m. She means to lead you in the road of fate ; 
She means to dic. with one ſhe can't preſerve. 
B 3 Yet 
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Yet when you ſee me pale upon the earth, 
This once-lov'd form grown horrible in death, 
Sure your relenting ſoul would wiſh you'd ſav'd me. 
Hip. Oh! PI do all, do any thing to fave you; 
Give up my fame, and all my darling honour : 
Pl run, PI fly; what you'll command Þ'll ſay. 
Jin. Say what occaſion, chance, or Heav'n inſpires ; 
Say that you love her, that you lov'd her long; 
Say that you'll wed her, ſay that you'll comply; 
Say, to preſerve your life, fay any thing. 
Blzſ; him, ye pow'rs! and if it be a crime, [Exit Hip. 
Oh! if the pious fraud offend your juſtice, 
Aim all your vengeance on Iſmena's head; 
Puniſh Ifmena, but forgive Hippolitus. 
He's gone, and now my brave reſolves are ſtagger'd, 
Now | repent, like ſome deſpairing wretch 
That boldly plunges in the frightful deep, 
That pants, and ſtruggles with the whirling waves, 
And catches ev'ry flender reed to ſave him. 1 
Co, But ſhould he do whatyour commands enjoin'd him, 
Say, ſhould he wed hy ? | 
Jau. Should he wed the queen? 
Oh! Pe remember that *twas my requeſt, 
And Cie well pleas'd I made the hero happy. 
Cho. Die! does Iſmena then reſolve to die? 
Jin. Can I then live? can I, who lov'd fo well 
To — with all my bliſs to ſave my lover? 
Oh! can I drag a wretched life without him, 
And fee another revel in his arms ? | 
Ot, *tis in death alone I can have comfort 


Enter Lycon. 


Lyc. What a reverſe is this! perfidious boy, 
Is tius thy truth? is this thy boaſted honour ? 
Then all are rogues alike : I never thought | 
But one man honeſt, and that one deceives me. [ile 
Itmena here 


Tis all agreed, and now the prince is ſafe 
From the ſure vengeance of deſpairing love; 
Now Fhædra's rage is chang'd to {oft endearments: 
She 
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She doats, ſhe dies; and few, but tedious days, 

With endleſs 3 joys will crown the happy patr. 
Vn. Does he then wed the queen ? 

Lyc. At leaſt J think fo. 

I, when the prince approach'd, not far retir'd, 

Pale with my doubts : he ; ung ; th attentive queen 

Dwelt on his accents, and her loomy eyes 

Sparkled with gentler ſires; * bluſhing bow'd, 

She, trembling, loſt in love, with ſoft confufion 

Receiv'd his paſſion, and return'd her own. 

Then ſmiling turn'd to me, and bad me order 

Ihe pompous rites of her enſuing nuptials, 

Which I muit now purſue. F arewel, Ifmena. | [Exits 
I/m. Then PU retire, and not dilkurb their joys. 
Che. Stay and learn more. 

lim. Ah! wherefore ſhould I ſtay? 
What! ſtall I ſtay to rare, t upbraid, to hold him? 

| I o ſnatch the ſtruggling charmer from her arms? 

For could you think that open gen rous youth 

Could with feign'd love deceive a jealous woman? 

Could he fo ſoon grow artful in diſſembling ? | 

Ah! without doubt his thoughts inſpir'd his tongue, 

And all his foul receiv'd a real wg 

Perha es darted from her eyes, 

— ſoft 2 charm'd his yielding ſoul, 

Perhaps her love, perhaps her kingdom charm'd bus ; 

Perhaps ----alas! how many things might charm him ! 
Cho. Wait the ſucceſs : it is not yet decided. | 
Ln. Not yet decided! did not Lycon tell us 

How he proteſted, ſigh'd, and lock d, and vow'd? 

How the ſoft paſſion languiſh' d in his eyes? 

Ves, yes, he loves, he doats on Phædrà's charms. 

Now, now he claſps her to his panting breaſt, 

Now he devours her with his eager eyes, 

Now graſps her hands, and now he looks, and vows | 

The — falſe things that charm'd the poor Iſmena. 

He comes; be ſtill, my heart; the tyrant co. nes, 

Charming tho? falſe, and lovely i in his guilt. 
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Hip. Why. hangs chat cloudy ſorrow on your brow ? 

Why do you figh ? why flow your ſwelling eyes? 

Thoſe eyes that us'd with joy to view Hippolitus, 

ju. My lord, my foul is charm'd with your fucceſs. 

You know, my lord, my fears are but for you, 

For your dear life; and ſince my death alone | 

Can make you ſafe, that ſoon ſhall make you happy. 

Yet had you brought. leſs love to Phadra's arms, 

My ſoul had parted with a leſs regret, 

Bleſt if ſurviving in your dear remembrance, 

Hip. Your death! my love! my marri- ge! and tv 
Phedra ! 

Hear me, Iſmena, 

In. No, I dare not hear you. 

But tho? you've been thus cruelly unkind, 

Tho' you have left me for the royal Phædra, 

Yer ſtall my ſoul o'er-runs with fondneſs tow'rds you; 

Vet ſtill I die with joy. to ſave Hippolitus. 

Hi. Die to fave me! could I outhve Iſmena? 

4 * Ves, ** = her 4 your Phædra's — 
may you there find ev? — ing pleaſure 

Oh, may — gods ſhow'r bleſſings on thy head ! 

May the gods crown thy glorious arms with conqueſt, 

And all thy peaceful days with ſure repoſe ! 

Mayſt thou be bleſt with lovely Phazdra's charms, 

And for thy eaſe forgct the loſt Iſmena ! 


Farewe], Hippolitus. 
| Hip. Iſmena, ſtay, 
Stay, hear me ſpeak ; or by th' infernal powers 
Fl not ſurvive the minute you depart. : 
lim, What would you ſay? ah! don't deceive my 
weakneſs. 


Hip. Deceive thee ! why, Iſmena, do you wrong me ? 


Why doubt my faith ? O lovely, crucl maid ! 
Why wound my tender ſoul with harſh ſuſpicion ? 
Oh, by thoſe charming eyes, by thy dear love, 

I neither thought nor Sake, delign'd nor proms'd 
To love, or wed the queen. 
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Jin. Speak on, my lord, 

My honeſt foul inclines me to believe thee ; Ws 

And much I fear, and much I hope I've wrong'd thee. _ 

Hip. Then thus. I came and fpake, but ſcarce of 
The eaſy queen-receiv'd my faint addreſs 
With eager hope and unſuſpicious faith. 
Lycon with ſeeming joy diſmiſs d my * : 
My gen'rous ſoul diſdain'd the mean deceit, 
But ſtill deceiv'd her to obey Iſmena. 

Jin. Art thou then true? thou art. Oh, pardon ane } 
Pardon the errors of a filly maid, | 
Wild with her fears, and mad with jealouſy.; 

For ſtill that fear, that jealouſy was love. 

Haſte then, my lord, and fave yourſelf by flight: 
And when you're abſent, when your godlike form 

Shall ceaſe to chear for!arn Iimena's eyes, 

Then let each day, each hour, each minute bring 

Some kind remembrance of your conſtant love; 

Speak of your health, your fortune, and your friends, 

(For ſure thoſe friends ſhall have my tender' wiſhes) * 
Speak much of all; but of thy dear, dear love, 

Speak much, ſpeak very much, but {till ſpeak on. 
Hip. Oh! thy dear love ſhall ever be my theme 

Of that alone Pl talk the live-long day; 

But thus Þ'H talk, thus dwelling in thy eyes, 

Tatting the odors of thy fragrant boſom. 

Come then, to crown me with immortal joys, _ 

Come, be the kind companion of my flight, 

Come, haſte with me to leave this fatal e. . 

The bark before prepar'd for my departure 

Expects its freight; an hundred luſty rowers - 

Have wav'd their Gnewy arms, and call pw ; | 

The looſen'd canvas trembies with the wind, 

And the ſea whitens with auſpicious gales. 

[/m. Fly then, my lord, and may the gods pro ect thee ! 
Fly, ere iniidious Lycon work thy ruin; x 
Fly, ere my fondneſs talk thy life away; 

Fly from the queen. 
Hip. But not from my Iſmena. 
Why do you force me from your heav'uly ſight, | 
With thoſe dear arms that ought to claſp me to thee? 
3 3 In. 
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In. Oh, I could rave for ever at my fate! 
And with alternate love and fear poſſeſs'd, 
Now force thee from my arms, now ſnatch thee tomy breaſt, 
And tremble till you go, but die till you return. 
Nay, I could go. Ye gods, if I ſhould go, 
What would fame ſay ? if I ſhould fly alone 
With a young lovely prince that charm'd my ſoul ? 
Hip. Say you did well to fly a certain ruin, 
To fly the of a queen incens'd, 
To crown with endleſs joys the youth that lov'd you. 
Oh ! by the joys our mutual loves have brought, 
By the bleſt hours I've languiſh'd at your feet, 
By all the love you ever bore Hippolitus, 
Come fly from hence, and make him ever happy. 
Zlin. Hide me, ye pow'rs! I never ſhall reſiſt. 
Hip. Will you refuſe me? can I leave behind me 
All that inſpires my foul, and chears my eyes ? 
ill you not go? then here Fl! wait my doom. 
Come, raving Phædra; bloody Lycon, come! 
I offer to your rage this worthleſs life, 
Since tis no longer my Iſmena's care, 
Iſm. Oh! haſte away, my lord, I go, I fly 
Thro' all the dangers of the boiſt'rous deep. 
When the wind whiſtles thro” the crackling maſts, 
When thro? the yawning ſhip the foaming ſea 
Rowls bubbling in; then, then Þll claſp thee faft, 
And in tranſporting love forget my fear. 
Oh! I will wander thro? the Scythian gloom, 
Oer ice, and hills of everlaſting ſnow ; 
There when the hornd darkneſs ſhall encloſe ue, 
When the bleak wind ſhall chill my ſhiv'ring limbs, 
Thou ſhalt alone ſapply the dittant ſun, 
And chear my gazing eyes, and warm my heart. 
Hip. Come, let's away, and hke another Jaſon 
I'll bear my beauteous conqueſt thro” the ſeas : 
A greater treaſure, and a nobler prize 
***han he from Colchos bore. Sleep, fleep in peace, 
Ye monſters of the woods, on Ida's top | 
Securely roam ; no more my early horn 
Shall wake the lazy day. Tranſporting love 
Reigns in my heart, and makes me all its own. 
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So when bright Venus yielded up her charms, 
The bleft Adonis Ianguiſh'd in her arms; 
His idle horn on fragrant myrtles hung, 
His arrows ſcatter'd, and his bow unitrung : 
Obſcure in coverts lie his dreaming hounds, 
And bay the fancy'd boar with feeble ſounds ; 

For nobler ſports ke quits the ſavage fields, 
And all the — to the lover yields. 


The End of the Szcoxp Aer. 


* 


o οοοοοοο 
AC T u. 


Euter Lycon. 

Lye. Eav'n is at laſt appeas'd : the pitying gods 

Have heard our Miihes, and auſpicicus }uve 
Smiles on his native iſle ;- for Phædra lives, | | 
Reſtor'd to Crete, and to herſelf, ihe lives: 
do, with freſh ſtrength inſpires her drooping limbs, 
Revives her charms, and o'er her faded cheeks 
Spreads a freſh roſy bloom, as kindly ſprings - 
With genial heat renew the frozen earth, | 

And paint its ſmiling face with gaudy flow'rs. 

But ſee {he comes, the beautcous Pnædra comes. 


Euter Phædra. 


: Flow her eyes ſparkle! how their radiant beams 

* Confeſs their ſhining anceſtor tac ſun! | 

Your charms to-day will wound deſpairing arowds, 

And give the paias you ſuffer'd :; nay, Hippolitus, 

The fierce, the brave, th' inſenſible. Hippolitus, 

Shall pay a willing homage to your beauty, 

And in his turn adore, ——— 

| Phed. "Ts flatt'ry all. 3 

Yet when you name the prince, that fatt'ry's * 
5 ; Ou 
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You wiſh it ſo, por old man, you wiſh it. 
The fertile provine of Cydonia's +? ng : 

Is there aught elſe ? has happy Phædra aught 

In the wide ctrcle'of her far-ſtrerch'd empire? 

Aſk, take, my friend, fecure of no repulſe. 

Let ſpacious Crete thro? all her hundred cities 
Reſound her Phædra's joy. Let altars ſmoak, 
And richeſt gums, and fpice, and incenfe roll 
Their fragrant wreaths to Heav'n, to pitying Heav'n, 
Which gives Hippolitus to Phzdra's arms. 

Set all at large, and bid the loathſome dungeons 
Give up the meagre flaves that pine in darkneſs 

And waſte in grief, as did ring Phzdra : 

Let them be chear'd, let the ſtarv'd priſoners riot, 
And glow with gen'rous wine.----Let ſorrow ceaſe. 
Let none be wretched, none, ſince Phædra's happy. 
But now he comes, and with an equal paſſion 
Rewards my flame, and ſprings into my arms! 


Enter Meſſenger. 


Say, where's the prince : 2 
55 Mer He's no where to de found. 
Phed. Perhaps he hunts, ; 
8 Maß. He hunted not to-day. | 
Phed. Ha! have you fearch'd the walks, the courts, 
the temples ? | 
Meg. Search'd all in vain. 
Phed. Did he not hant to-day * 
Alas! you told me once before he did not: 
My heart miſgives me. | 
| Lyc. So indeed doth mine. 
Phed. Could G deceive me ? could that godlike 
youth | ; 
Defign the ruin of a queen that loves him ? 
Oh! he's all truth, his words, his looks, his eyes, 
Open to view his inmoſt thoughts. ----He comes. 
Ha! who art thou? whence com'ſt thou? where's Hip- 
politus? a 
AM. Madam, Hippolitus with fair Iſmena 
Drove tow'rd the port ——— 


Phe, 
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Pheg. With fair Iſmena! __ 
Curſt be her cruel beauty, curſt hes charms,. ' 
Curſt hoy, ſoothing, 2 alle, — dearments. 
That heav'nly virgin, exalted . 
Could ſee me ped with deſpairing love, 
With artful tears could mourn: my monſtrous ſuff' rings, 
While her baſe * my deſtruction. 
Lyc. A thouſand reaſons — my ſoul, 
That evidence their love. a 
Pbæd. Ves, ves, love; 9 
Why elſe ſhould he refuſe my proffer'd bed? 
Why ſhould one warm'd with youth, and thirſt of glory, 
Diſdain a ſoul, a form, a crown like mine? 
_ Lyc. Where, Lycon, where was then thy boaſted cun- 


nin JG 
Dull, choughtleß _——_ 
ie ad 2 O pains — 7 before ! 
e er, pair, Agonles, A Pp 85 
All 2 wild — of dillracted love, * 
Are nought to this -----Say, famous politician, 
Where, when, and how did their firit on riſe ? 
Where did they breathe their ftghs ? what ſhady groves, 
What gloomy woods, conceal'd their hidden loves? 
Alas! they hid it not; the well-pleas'd ſun _ 
With all his beams ſurvey'd their guiltleſs flame ; 
Glad zephyrs wafted their untainted ſighs, 
And Ida echo'd therr endearing accents. : 
While I, the ſhame of nature, hid in darkneſs, 
Far from the balmy air and cheerin light, 
Preſt down my ſighs, and dry'd my g tears, 
Search'd a retreat to mourn, and watch'd to grieve. 
Lyc. Now ceaſe that grief, and let your injur'd love 
Contrive due vengeance ; let majeſtic Phædra, 
That lov'd the hero, ſacrifice the villain. | 
Then haſte, ſend forth your miniſters of vengeance, 
To ſnatch the traitor from your rival's arms, 
And force him trembling to your awful prefence. 
Peed. O rightly thought ——Diſpatch th attending 
ards ; 5 
Bid them bring forth their inſtruments of deatk 
Darts, engines, flames, and launch into the deep, 
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And hurl ſwift vengeance on the perjur'd ſlave. 
Where am I, Gods ? what is't my rage commands? 
Ev'n now he's gone; ev'n now the well-tim'd oars 
With founding ſtrokes divide the ſparkling waves, 
And happy gales afliſt their ſpeedy flight. 

Now they embrace, and ardent love enflames 
'Their fluſhing cheeks, and trembles in their eyes. 
Now they expoſe my weakneſs and my crimes ; 
Now to the ſporting croud they tell my follies. 


Enter Cratander. 


Crat. Sir, as I went to ſeize the perſons order'd, 
I met the prince, and with him fair Iſmena; 
I ſeiz'd the prince, who now attends without. 
Pha d. Haſte, bring him in. 
D Lyc. Be quick and ſeize limena. 


Enter Hippolitus. 


Pbæd. Couldſt thou deceive me? could a fon of The- 
ſeus 
Stoop to fo mean, ſo baſe a vice as fraud ? 
Nay, act fuch monſtrous pertidy, vet ſtart 
From promis'd love ? 5 
Hip. My ſoul diſdain'd a promiſe. 

Plæd. But yet your falſe equivecating tongue, 
Your looks, your eyes, your ev'ry motion promis'd. 

But you are ripe in frauds, and learn'd in falſhoods. 
Look down, O Theſeus, and behold thy ſor, 

As Sciron faithleſs, as Procruſtes cruel. 

Behold the crimes, the tyrants, all the monſters, 
From which tay valour purg'd the groaning earth ; 
Behold them all in thy own fon reviv'd. 

Hip. Touch not my glory, leſt you ſtain vour own: 
I ſtill have ſtrove to make my glorious father 
Bluſh, yet rejoice to ſee himtelf outdone ; 

To mix my parents in my lineal virtues, 
As Theſeus juſt, and as Camilla chaſte. 

Phed. The godhke Theſeus never was thy parent. 
No, twas ſome monthly Cappadocian drudge, 
Obedient to the ſcourge, and beaten to her arms, 

1 | Begot 
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Begot thee, traitor, on the chaſte Camilla. | 
Camilla chaſte! an Amazon and chaſte! 

That quits her ſex, and yet retains her virtue, 
See the chaſte matron mount the neighing ſteed; 
In ſtrict embraces lock the ſtruggling warrior, 
And chooſe the lover in the ſturdy foe. 


Enter Meſſenger, and cem to talk earneſtly with Lycon. 


Hip. No; ſhe rcfus'd the vows of godlike Theſeus, 
And choſe ta ſtand his arms, not meet his love; 
And doubtful was the fight. The wide Thermodoon 
Heard the huge ftrokes reſound; its frighted waves 
Convey'd the rattling din to diſtant ſhores, 

While ſhe alone ſupported all his war ; 

Nor till the ſunk beneath bis thund'ring arm, 

Beneath which warlike nations bow'd, would yield 

4% honeſt wilh'd-for love. | 

Pypæd. Not ſo her ſon; 

Who boldly ventures on forbidden flames, 

On one deſcended from the cruel Pallas, 

Foe to thy father's perſon and his blood ; 

Hated by him, cf kindred yet more hated, 

The laſt of all the wicked race he ruin'd. 

In vain a fierce ſucceſſive hatred reign'd 

Between your fires ; in vain, like Cadmus' race, 

With mingled blood they dy'd the bluſhing earth. 
Hip. In vain indeed, fince now the war is o'er: 

We, like the Theban race, agree to love, 

And by our mutual flames and future off-ſpring, 
Atone for ſlaughter paſt. 

| Phad. Your future off-ſpring ! 

Heav'ns! what a medly's this? what dark conſuſign, 

Of blood and death, of murder and relation 

What joy 't had been to old diſabled Theſeus, 

When he ſhou'd take the off-ſpring in his arms? 

Ev'n in his arms to hold an infant Pallas, 

And be upbraided with his grandſire's fate. 

Oh, barb'rous youth! _ 

| Lyc. Too barbarous I fear. 
Perhaps &en now his faction's up in arms, 
Smce waving crowds roll onwards tow'rds the palace, 


And 
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And rend the city with tumultuous clamours ! 
Perhaps to murder Phædra and her fon, 

And give the crown to him and his Iſmena: 
But I'll prevent it. [ Exit. 


Phed. What! the kind Iſmena, 
That nurs'd me, watch'd my ſickneſs! oh, ſhe watch'd me, 
As rav'nous vultures watch the dying lion, 
To tear his heart, and riot in his blood. 
Hark, hark, my little infant cries for juſtice ! 
Oh! be appeas'd, my babe, thou ſhalt have juſtice. 
Nou all en * 
Enflame my ſoul, and urge me on to vengeance. 
Arſamnes, Minos, Jove, h' avenging Sun, 
Inſpire my fury, and demand my juſtice. 
Oh! you ſhall have it; thou, Minos, ſhalt applaud it; 
Ves, thou ſhalt copy it in their pains below. 
Gods of revenge, ariſe. He comes, he comes; 
And ſhoots himſelf thro” all my kindling blood. 
I have it here. Now, baſe peridious wretch, 
Now ſigh, and weep, and tremble in thy turn. 
Yes, your Iſmena ſhall appeaſe my vengeance. 
Iſmena dies; and thou her pitying lover 
Doom'd her to death. Thou too ſhalt fee her bleed, 
See her convulſive pangs, and hear her dying groans: 
Go, glut thy eyes Lowe ador' d 1 
And laugh at dy ing Phadra. 
5 Hip. Oh, Iſmena! 3 
Jin. Alas! my tender ſoul would ſhrink at death, 
Shake with its fears, and fink bentath its pains, 
In any cauſe but this. But now I'm fteel'd, 
And the near danger leſſens to my fight. 
Now, if I live, *tis only for Hippolitus, 
And with an equal joy Fll die to fave him. 
Yes, for his ſake I'll go a willing ſhade, 
And wait his coming an th” Elyſian fields ; 
And there enquire of each deſcending ghoſt 
- Of my lov'd hero's. welfare, life, — nour: 
That dear remembrance will impreve the bliſs, 
Add to th' Elyſian joys, and make thatHeay'n more happy. 
| 925 al; 


PHADRA atd HIPPOLITUS. 29 


Hip. O heav'nly virgin! {84.1.0 0 imperial Phzdra, 
Let yous your rage fall on his devoted head 


t ſpare, oh! ſpare a guiltieſs virgins Hife: 
'T Think of of her mad. het innocence, her virtue; 
Think with what warm compaſſion ſhe bemoan'd you ; 
Think how ſhe ferv'd and watch'd you in your fickne(s ! 
How ev'ry riſing and deſcending ſun 
Saw kind Iſmena watc o'er the queen. 
I only promts'd, I alone deceiv'd you; 
And I, and only I, ſhould feel your juſtice. 
I/n. Oh! by thoſe pow'rs to whom I ſoon muſt anſwer 
For all my fond by that bright arch of Heav'n 
1 now laſt fee, L wrought him by my wiles, 
By tears, by threa: s, by ev'ry female art, 
WI -ought his difdaining foul to falſe compliance. 
The fon of Theſeus could not think of fraud; 
Twas woman all. 
Phed. I ſee "was woman all: | 
And woman's fraud ſhould meet with woman's rengearce. 
But yet thy courage, truth, and virtue ſhock me: 
A love ſo warm, firm, fo like my own. 
Oh! had the gods fo pleas'd, 11— — 
Beſtow' d * on Phadra's arms, 
So had I the ſhock of angry fate ; 
So had I giv'n my life with joy to ſave him. 
Hip. „ \qortrera boner enaagd 
ter 
Condemn — which her ſoul admires? 
Are not you Phædra? once the boaſt of fame, 
Shame of our ſex, and pattern of your own. 
Phed. Am I that Phædra? no; another foul 
Informs my alter'd frame. Could ele Iſmena 
Provoke my hatred, yet deſerve my love? 
Aid me, ye gods, ſupport my ſinking glory, 
Reſtore my reaſon, and confirm my virtue. 
Yet, is my rage unjuſt ? then, why was Phadra 
Reſcu'd for torment, and preſery'd for pain? 
Why did you raiſe me to the height of joy, 
Above the wreck of clouds and ſtorms below, 
To daſh and break me on the ground for ever ? 
[im. Was it not time to urge him to compliance, 
Ar leaſt to feign it, when perſidious Lycon 
| Confin'd 
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Confin'd his perſon, and conſpir'd his death? 
Phed. Conſin'd and doom'd to death ! ——O craei 


Lycon! 


Could J have doom'd thy death? could theſe ſad eyes, 
'l hat lov'd thee living, e'er behold thee dead? 
Yet thou couldit fee me die without concern, 
Rather than ſave a wretched queen from ruin. 
Elfe could you chooſe to truſt the warring winds, 
The ſwelling waves, the rocks, the faithleſs ſands, 
And all the raging monſters of the deep? 
Oh! think you ſee me on the naked ſhore ; 

Think how I fcream and tear my ſcatt e r'd hair; 
Break from th' embraces of my ſhrieking maids, 
And harrow on the ſand my bleeding boſom; 
Then catch with wide- ſtretch'd arms the empty billows, 
And headlong plunge into the gapirg deep. 

Hip. O diſmal tate! my bleeding heart relents, 
nd all my thoughts diſſolve in tender'ſt pity. 

Phed. If you can pity, oh! refuſe not love; 
But ſtaop to rule in Crete, the ſeat of heroes, 
And nurſery of gods. A hundred cities 
Court thee for lord, where the rich buſy crouds 
Struggle for paſſage thro? the ſpacious ftreets ; 
Where thouſand thips o'erſhade the leſſ'ning main, 
And tire the lab'ring wind. The ſuppliant nations 
Bow to its enfigns, and with lower'd iails 
Confeſs the ocean's queen. For thee alone 4 
The winds ſhall blow, and the vaſt ocean roll. | 1 
For thee alone the fam'd Cydonian warriors . 
From twanging yews ſhall fend their fatal ſhafts. 

Hip. Then let me march their leader, not their prince; 
And at the head of your renown'd Cydonians 
Brandiſh this far-fam'd ſword of conqu'ring Theſeus; 
That 1 may Sake th' Egyptian tyrant's yoke 
From Alkia's neck, and fix it on his own ; 
That willing nations may obey your laws, 
And your bright anceſtor, the tun, may ſhine 
On nought but Phadra's empire. 
. Phaed. Why not thine? 
Poſt thou ſo far deteſt my proffer'd bed, 
As to refuſe my crown ?——O cruel youth! 
By all the hl that u rings my tortur'd foul, Þ 
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By all the dear deceitful hopes you gave me, | 

O eaſe, at leaſt once more delude, my ſorros. 

For your dear ſake I've loſt my darling honour ; 

For you but now I gave my ſoul to death; 

For you I'd quit my crown, and ſtoop beneath 

The happy bondage of an humble wife; 

With thee I'd climb the ſteepy Ida's ſummit, 


And in the ſcorching heat and chilling dews, 


O'er hills, o'er vales, purſue the ſhaggy hon, 


Careleſs of danger, and of waſting toil, 


Of pinching hunger, and impatient thirſt, 
Pl find all 33 in thee. A 

Hip. Why ſtoops the queen 
To aſk, intreat, to ſupplicate, and pray, 
o proftitute her crown and ſex's honour, 


To one whoſe humble thoughts can only riſe 


To be your ſlave, not lord ? 


Phaed. And 1s that all ? 
Gods! does he deign to force an artful groan ? 
Or call a tear from his unwilling eyes, 


mind att Bindoend, -- 


Fierce as the wolves that howPd around his birth? 
He hates the tyrant, and the ſuppliant fcorns. 


O Heav'n! O Minos! O imperial Jove ! 
Do ye not bluſh at my degenerate weakneſs ? 


Hence, lazy, mean, ignoble paſſions fly; 
Hence from my foul——"'Tis gone, *tis fled for ever, 
And Heav'n inſpires my thoughts with righteous ven- 
geance. 
Thou ſhalt no more deſpiſe my offer'd love; 
No more Iſmena thall upbraid my weakneſs. 
Catches Hip. {word to flab herbe, #. 
Now, all ye kindred gods, look down and ſee 
IIow III revenge you, and myſelf, on Phædra. 


Enter Lycon, and ſnatches away the ſword. 


Z.y:. Horror on horror! Theſeus is return'd. 
Phz4. Theſeus! then what have I to do with life? 
May I be ſnatch'd with winds, by earth o'erwhelm'd, 


Rather than view the face of injur'd Theſeus. _ 
O0 
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Now wider ſtill my growing horrors ſpread, 

My fame, my virtue, nay, my phrenzy's fled : 
"Then view thy wretched blood, imperial Jove, 

If crimes enrage you, or misfortunes move; 

On me your flames, on me your | bolts employ, 
Me if your __ ſpares, your pity ſhould deſtroy. 


Runs off. 
He. This may do ſervice yet. 


[Exit Lycon, carries es off the ſaroril. 


Hip. Is he return'd ? thanks to the pitying gods! 

Shall I agaia behold his awful eyes ? 

Again be folded in his loving arms ? 

Yet in the midſt of joy I fear for Phædra; 

I fear his warmth and unrelenting juſtice. 

Oh! thould her raging paſſion reach his ears, 

lis tender love, by anger fir'd, would turn 

To burning rage; as Sf Cydonian oil, 

Whoſe balmy jaice glides oer th ' untafting tongue, 

— me with arg Rs hatteft _— will blaze. 
at oh, ye pow'rs! I fee his godlike form. 

O extaſy of hey! he comes, he comes. 

Is it my ＋ father? oh ! *tis he: 

I ſee needy 1 him, feel his known embraces; 

See all the father in his joyful eyes. 


Enter Theſeus, with others, 
Where have you been, my lord? what angry demon 


Hid you from Crete? from me? what god has ſav'd you ; 


Did not Philotas ſee you fall? oh, anſwer me; 
And then I'll aſk a thouſand queſtions more. 
| The/j. No; but to ſave my life I feign'd my death ; 
My horſe and well-known arms confirm'd the tale, 
And hinder'd farther ſearch. This honeſt Greek 
Conceal'd me in his houſe, and cur'd my wounds ; | 
Procur'd a veſſel, and, to bleſs me more, | 
Accompanied my flight 
But this at leiſure. Let me now indulge . 
A father's fondneſs ; let me ſnatch thee thus, 
Fhus fold thee in my arms. Such, ſuch, was 1 
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When firſt I ſaw thy mother, chaſte Camilla; 
And much ſhe lov'd me. On, did Phædra view me 
With half that fondnefs !——Bat fhe's ſtill unkind, 
Elfe haſty joy had brought her to theſe arms, 
'To welcome me to liberty, to life, _ 
And make that life a bleſſing. Come, my ſon, 
Let us to Phædra. | 
Hip. Pardon me, my lord. 
Theſ. Forget her former treatment; ſhe's too good 
Still co perfil in hatred to my ſon. | 
Hip. Oh! let me fly from Crete, — from you, [ Aſde.] 
and Phædra. 
The/. My ſon, what means this turn? this ſudden ſtart? 
Why would you fly from Crete, and from your father ? 
Hip. Not from my father, but from lazy Crete; 
To follow danger, and acquire renown ; 
To quell the monſters that efcap'd your tword, 
And make the world confeſs me Theieus' ſon. 
The. What can this coldneſs meat; ?---Retire, my ſon, 
„ [Exit Hippolitus. 
While I attend the queen. What ſhock is this? 
Why tremble thus my limbs ? why faints my heart ? 
Why am I thrilPd with fear, till now unknown? 
Where's now the joy, the extaſy, and tranſport, 
That warm'd my ſoul, and urg'd me cn to Phadra ? 
Oh, had I never lov'd her, I'd been bleſt. 


Sorrow and joy in love alternate reign; 

Sweet is the bi, diſtracting is the pain. 

So when the Nile its fruitful. deluge ſpreads, 

And genial heat informs its ſlim deck 5 Ta 
Here yellow harveſts crown the fertile plain, 

There monitrous ſerpents fright the lab'ring ſwain: 
A various product fills the fatten'd ſand, 

And the ſ.me floods enrich and curſe the land. 


The End of the Tnixp AcT, 
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KC TI 
Enter Lycon ſolus. 


Lye. HTS may gain time*till all my wealth's embark'd, 
To ward my foes revenge, and finiſh mine, 

And Make that empire which I can't poſſeſs. 

Bat then the queen---ſhe dies—-why let her die; 

Let wide deſtruction ſeize on all together, 

So Lycon live A ſafe triumphant exile, 

Great in quigrace, and envied in his fall. 

The queen! then try thy art and work her paſſions. 


Enter Phædra and Attendants. 


Draw her to act what moſt her ſoul abhors, | 
Poſleſs her whole, and ſpeak thytelf in Phædra. 

Pbæd. Off, let me looſe; why, cruel barb'rous maids, 
Why am I barr'd from death, the common refuge, 
That ſpreads its hoſpitable arms for all? 
Why muſt I drag tl inſufferable load 
Of foul dithonour, and deſpairing love ? 
O length of pain! am [I ſo often dying, 
And yet not dead? feel I ſo oft death's pangs, 
Nor once can find its eaſe ? 

Lyc. Would you now die ? 

Now quit the field to your inſulting foe ? 
Then ſhall he triumph o'er your blaſted name; ; 
Ages to come, the univerſe ſhall learn 
The wide immortal infamy of Phadra : 
And the poor bate, the idol of your ſoul, 
The lovely image of your dear dead lord, 
Shall be as. with his mother's crimes ; 
Shall bear your ſhame, ihall ſink beneath your faults, 
Inherit your diſgrace, but not your crown. 
Pbæd. Muſt he too fall, involv'd in my deſtruction, 
And only live to curſe the name of Phzdra ? 
O dear, unhappy babe! muſt I dequeath thee 
Only a ſad inheritance of woe ? 


God: 
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Gols! cruel gods! can't all my pains atone, 
Unleſs they reach my infant's guiltleſs head ? 
O loſt eſtate ! when life's ſo ſharp a torment, 
And death itfelf can't eaſe ?—Aſſiſt me, Lycon ; 
Adviſe, ſpeak comfort to my troubled ſoul. 
Lyc. Tis you muſt drive that trouble from your ſoul ; 
As ſtreams when damm'd forget their ancient current, 
And wand'ring o'er their backs in other channels flow; 
80 mutt you bend your thoughts from hopeleſs love, 
So turn their courſe to Theſeus' happy boſom, 
And crown his eager hopes with wiih'd enjoyment : 
zen with Zrzſh charms adorn your troubled looks, 
2 Diſplay the beauties firſt inſpir'd his foul, 
Southe with your voice, and woo him with your eyes. 
Phad. Impoſſible! what, woo him with theſe eyes, 
Still wet with tears that flow'd---but not for Theſeus? 
I'his tongue, ſo us'd to ſound another name? 
What, take him to my arms? O awful Juno! 
Touch, love, careſs him, while my wand'ring fancy 
On other objects trays ? a lewd — 
In the chaſte bed? and in the father's arms, 
(O horrid thought! O execrable inceſt!) 
Ev'n in the fatner's arms, embrace the ſon? 
Lyc. Yet you rault fee him, leit impatient love 
Should urge his temper to too nice a — 
And ill-tim'd abſence ſhould diſcloſe your crime. 
Phed. Could I, when preſent to his awful eyes, 
Conceal the wild ditorders of my ſoul ? 
Would not my groans, my looks, my ſpeech betray me ? 
Betray tice, Phadra! then thau'rt not betray'd. 
Live, live ſecure, adoring Crete conceals thee ; , 
Thy pious love and molt endearing goodneſs 
Wall charm the kind Hippolitus to filence. 
O wretched Phzdra ! O ill-guarded ſecret! 
To foes alone diiclos'd ! 
| | Lyc. I needs muſt fear them, 
Spite of their vows, their oaths, their imprecations. 
Phezd. Do imprecations, oaths, or vows avail ? 
I too have ſworn, ev'n at the altar ſworn, 
Eternal love and endleſs faith to Theſeus; | 
And yet am falſe, forſworn: The hallow'd ſhrine 


That 
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That heard me ſwear, is witneſs to my falihood. 
The youth, the very author of my crimes, 
Ev'n he ſhall tell the fault himſelf inſpir'd ; 
The fatal eloquence that charm'd my foul 
Shall lavich ail its art to my deſtruction. 
Lyc. Oh, he will tell it all — —-Deftra@on ſeize him. 
With ſeeming grief, and aggravating pity, | 
And more to blacken, will excuſe pr folly ; 
Falſe tears ſhall wet his unrelentin 
And his glad heart with artful fig | foks tha Mall heave; 
Then Theſeus— How will a nation ſwell 
His mighty heart ? how his majeſtic frame 
Will ſhake with rage too fierce, too ſwift for vent ? 
How he'll expoſe you to the public ſcorn, 
And loathing crowds ſhall murmur out their horror ? 
Then the fierce Scythian----now methinks I ſce 
His ery eyes with ſullen pleaſures glow, | 
Survey your tortures, and inult your pangs; 
I ſee him, ſmiling on the pleas'd Iſmena, 
Point out with ſcorn the once-proud tyrant Phædra. 
Phæd. Curſt be his name! may infamy attead him! 
May ſwift deſtruction fall upon his head, 
Hurl'd by the hand of thoie he moſt adores. 
ec. By Heav'n, propheuc truth inſpires your tongue: 
He Mall endure the ſhame he means to give; 
And all the torments which he heaps on you, 
With juſt revenge, ſhall Theſeus turn on him. 
_ Phad. Is't poilible ? O Lycon! O my refuge! 
O good old man ! thou oracle of wiſdom ! 
Declare the means, that Phadra may adore thee. 
Lyc. Accule him firſt. 
Phed. O Heav'ns! accuſe the guiltleſs ? 
Lyc. Then be accus'd ; let Theſeus know your crime; 
Let — infamy o xrwhelm your glory ; 
Let your foe triumph, and your infant fall 
| Shake off this idle lethargy of pity ; 
4 With ready war aq g 2 foe, 
Preſerve your glory, ecure your vengeance; 
| Be yours the fruit, ſecurity, and ca'e, | 
| 'The guilt, the danger, and the labour mine. 
Phed. Heav'ns! Theſeus comes. 
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Does ſhe ſtill ſhun me? Oh, injurious Heav'n! 


As none but that of Theſeus &'er could equal: 


And ready death ſhould guard the fatal way. 
And ſeize the joys my honeſt love may claim. 


To air, to life; to liberty, and Crete? 


With charming hopes of yet-untaſted joys ; 
New pleaſures fild my mind; all dangers, pains, 
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Enter Theſeus. 


Lyc. Declare your laſt reſolves. 
Phæd. Do you refolve, for Phædra can do nothing. 
| | [Exit Phæd. 

Lyc. Now, Lycon, heighten his impatient love, 
Now raiſe his pity, now enflame his rage, 
Quicken his hopes, then quaſh em with deſpair; 
Work his tumultuous paſſions into phrenzy ; 
Unite them all, then turn them on the foe. TOY 

The/. Was that my queen, my wife, my idol Phzdra ? 


Why did you give me back again to life ? 
Why did you fave me from the rage of battle, 
To let me fall by her more fatal hatred ? 
Lyc. Her hatred! no; ſhe loves you with ſuch fondneſs 


Yet ſo the gods have doom'd, fo Heav'n will have it, 

She ne'er muſt view her much-lov'd Theſeus more. 
The/. Not ſee her! By my ſuff* rings but I will, 

Tho” troops embattled ſhould appoſe my paſſage, 


Not ſee her! oh! Til claſp her in theſe arms, 
reak thro? the idle bands that yet have held me, 


Lyc, Is this a time for joy, when Phædra's grief | 
7 ef. Is this a time for grief? is this my welcome 


Not this I hop?d, when urg'd by ardent love, 

I wing'd my cager way to Phædra's arms; 

Then, to my thoughts, relenting Phædra flex, 
With open arms to welcome my return ; 

With kind endearing blame condemn'd my raſhnef:, 
And made me ſwear to venture out no more. 

Ohl my warm ſoul, my boiling fancy glow'd 


Wars, wounds, defeats, in that dear hope were loſt. 
And does ſhe now avoid my eager love? 


Purſue me ſtill with unrelenting hatred ? 
- C 
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Invent new pains? deteſt, loath, ſhun my fight ? 


Fly my return, and ſorrow for my ſafety ? 


Lyc. Oh, think not ſo! for, by th unerring gods, 
When firft I told her of your wiſh'd return, 
When the lov'd name of Theſeus reach'd her ears, 
At that dear name ſhe rcar'd her drooping head, 
Fler fecble hands, and wat'ry eyes to Heav'n, 
To bleis the bounteous gods: at that dear name 


be racing tempeſt of her grief was calm'd; 


Ker ſigns were huſh'd, and tears forgot to flow. 
Th:/. Did my return bring comfort to her ſorrow ? 

nen haſte, conduct me to the lovely mourner. 

Oh, I will kiſs the pearly drops away; 


Suck from her roſy lips the fragrant ſighs ; 


With other ſighs her panting breaſt ſhall heave, 

ith other d:ws her ſwimming eyes ſhall melt, 

V\ ith other pangs her throbbing heart ſhall beat, 

An ail her ſorrows ſhall be loit in love. 3 
Iiyc. Does Theſeus burn with ſuch unheard-of paſſion ? 

And muſt net the with out-ftretch'd arms receive him? 

And with an equal ardor meet his vows ? 


The vows of one fo dear! O righteous gods! 


hy mutt the bleeding heart of Theſeus bear 
Such tort'ring pangs ? while Phædra, dead to love, 
Now v-3th accuting eyes on angry Heaven | 
Srewfaiily gazes, and upbraids the gods; 
Pow with dumb piercing grief and humble ſhame, 
Fixcs her gloomy watry orbs to earth; 
Row bur wich jwelling anguiſh, rends the ſkies 
Wien load complaints of her outrageous wrongs. 
. Wrongs! is ſhe wrong'd? and lives he yet who 
wrong'd her? 
Ly. He lives, fo great, ſo happy, ſo belov'd, 
That Pixdra ſcarce can hope, ſcarce wiſh revenge. 
7 Shall 'Zheſeus live, and not revenge his Phædra? 


Gods! ſaall this arm, renovn'd for righteous vengeance, 


For queliing tyrants, and redreſſing wrongs, _ 
Now fail? now firſt, when Phædra's injur'd, fail? 
Scat, Lycon, haſte, declare the ſecret villain, 
'the wrerch o meanly baſe to injure Phædra, 

do raſlily brave to dare the ſword of Theſeus, 


| Lyc, 
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Tyc. I dare not ſpeak, but ſure her wrongs are mighty. 
- he ale cold hue that deadens all her charms, 

r& ghs, her hollow groans, her flowing tears 
— :e me ſuſpect her monſtrous grief will end her. 
The. End her! end Theſeus firſt, and all mankind ; 
But moſt that villain, that deteſted — 
That brutal coward, that dark lurking wretch. 
Lyc. Oh, noble heat of unexampled love 
This Phadra hop'd, when, in the midft of grief, 
In the wild torrent of o'erwhelming ſorrows, 
She groaning ſtill invok'd, ſtill ca alßd on Theſeus. 
The. Did ſhe then name me? did the weeping charmer 
Invoke my name, and call for aid on Theſeus ? 
Oh! that lov'd voice upbraided my delay. 
Why then this ftay ? I come, I fly, OP zdra ! 
Lead on. Now, dark diſturber of my peace, | 
If now thou'rt known, what luxury of vengeance —— 
Haite, lead, conduct me. 
Lyc. Oh ! I beg you 1 
The /. What, ftay when Phædra calls ? 
Lyc. Oh! on my knees, 
By all the gods, my lord, I beg you ftay; 
As you reſpe& your peace, your life, your glory ; 
As Phædra's days are precious to your foul ; 
By all your love, by all her ſorro vs, ſtay. 
T. Where lies the danger? wherefore ſhould I ſtay ? 
Lyc. Your ſudden preſence would ſurprize her ſoul, 
Renew the galling image of her wrongs, 
Revive her ſorrow, ind :;2nation, ſhamc ; 
And ai your ſon would ſtrike her from your eyes. 
T be/. My ſon !-------But he's too good, too brave tu 
wrong her.----- 
Whence then that ſhocking change, that ſtrong ſurprize, 
That fright that ſeiz'd him at the name of Phædra ? 
Lyc. Was he ſurpriz'd ? that ſhew'd at leaft remorſe. 
Theſ. Remorſe ! for what? by Heav'ns, my troubled. 
taoughts 
Preſage ſome dire attempts.----Say, what remorſe ? 
Lyc. I would not---yet I muſt: This you command; 
This Phzdra orders; thrice her fault” ring tongue 
Bad me untold the guilty ſcene to Theſeus ; 
C 2 Thrice 


 Evn at the altar, when you join'd your hands, 


Gods! when the queen unwillingly complains, 
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Thrice with loud cries recall'd me on my way, 
And blam'd my ſpeed, and chid my raſh obedience, 


Left the unwelcome tale ſhould wound your peace. 


At laſt, with looks ſerencly fad, ſhe cried, 

Go tell it all ; but in ſuch artful words, 

Such tender accents, and ſuch melting ſounds, 

As may appeaſe his rage, and move his pity ; 

As may incline him to forgive his fon | 

A grievous fault, but ftill a fault of love. 74 | 
The. Of love! what ftrange ſuſpicions rack my ſoul ! £ 

As you regard my peace, declare what love? 
Lyc. So urg'd, I muſt declare. Yet, pitying Heav'n! 

Why mult I ſpeak? why mult unwilling Lycon 

Accuſe the prince of impious love to Phzdra ? 
Te. Love to his mother to the wife of Theſeus ! 
Lyc. Yes; at the moment firſt he view'd her eyes, 


Flis eaſy heart receiv'd the guilty flame, 
And from that time he preſt her with his paſſion. 

T he/. Then 'twas for this ſhe baniſh'd him from Crete; 
I thought it hatred all. O righteous hatred ! | 
Forgive me, Heav'n, forgive me, injur'd Phædra, 
That I in ſecret have condemn'd thy juſtice. 
Oh ! *twas all juſt, and Theſeus ſhall revenge, ; 
Ev'n en his fon, revenge his Phzdra's wrongs. 7 


| Prevei t the bait the ſtateſman's art Prepares, 
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Go act thy far-fam'd juſtice on thy fon, | 
Next on thyſelf, and both make way for Lycon. [Afede. 
1. Ha! am] ſure ſhe's wrong'd ? perhaps 'tis malice, 


Slave, make it clear, make good your accuſation, 


Or treble fury ſhall revenge my ſon. 
ye. Am I then doubted ? and can faithful Lycon 
Be thought to forge ſuch execrable falſhoods ? | 


Can you ſuſpeR her truth? O godlike Theſeus ! 

Is this the love you bear unhappy Phazdra? 

Js this ber hop'd-for aid? Go, wretched matron, 

Sigl to the winds, and rend ch' unpitying Heav'ns 
Wich 
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With thy vain forrows ; fince relentleſs Theſeus, 
Thy hope, thy refuge, Theſeus, will not hear thee. 

7 he/. Not hear my Phædra! not revenge her wrongs ! 
Speak, make thy proofs, and then his doom's as fixt, 
As when Jove ſpeaks, and high Olympus ſhakes, 

And fate his voice obeys. 

Lyc. Bear witneſs, Heav'n! 
With what relucance I produce this fword, 
This fatal proof againſt th' unhappy prince, 
Leſt it ſhould work your juſtice to his ruin, 
And prove he aim'd at force as well as inceſt. 
2 Theſ. Gods; *tis illuſion all! Is this the ſword 
By which Procruſtes, Scyron, Pallas fell? 
Is this the weapon which my darling ſon 
Swore to employ in nought but acts of honour ? 
Now, faithful youth, thou nobly haſt fulfill'd 
Thy gen'rous promiſe. Oh, moſt injur'd Phædra! 
Why did I truſt to his deceitful form? 
Why blame thy juſtice, or ſuſpect thy truth? 

Lyc. Had you this morn beheld his ardent eves, 
Seen his arm locr'd in her dichevell'd hair, 

That weapon glitt'ring o'er her trembling boſom, 
Whilſt ſhe with ſcreams refus'd his impious love, 
Entreating death, and riſing to the wound! 
Oh! had you ſeen her, when th' affrighted youth 
Retir'd at your approach; had you then ſen her, 
In the chaſte tranſports of becoming fury, 
Seize on the ſword to pierce her guiltleſs boſom ; 
Had you ſeen this, you could net doubt her trutn. 
Theſ. Oh, impious monſter ! oh, forgive me, Phædra! 
And may the gods inſpire my injur'd foul 
With equal vengeance that may ſuit his crimes. | 
Lyc. For Phædra's ſake forbear to talk of venoeance ; 
That with new pains would wound her tender breail. 
Send him away from Crete, and by his abſence 
Give Phzdra quiet, and afford him mercy. 
Theſ. Mercy | for what? oh! well has he rewarded 
Poor Phzdra's mercy.—O moſt barb'rous traitor ! 
To wrong ſuch beauty, and inſult ſuch goodneſs. 
Mercy! what's that? a virtue coin'd by villains, 
Who praiſe the weakneſs which ſupports their crime:. 
C 3 Be 
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De mute, and “ 7575 leſt when my rage is rous'd, 
Thou for thyſelf in vain implore my m2rcy. 
Lyc. Dull fool, I laugh at mercy more than thou doſt, 

More than I de the juſtice thou'rt ſo fond of. 

Now come, young hero, to thy father's arms, 

Kcceire the dus reward of hauglity virtue; 

08 boutt thy race, and laugh at earth-bozn Lycon. Er. 


Euter Hippolitus. 


7 %%. Yet can it be ?—ls this th inceſtuous villain ? 
Fo, eat his preſence, how erect nis look, 
ew cv'ry grace, how all his virtuous mathe 
SUL. in his For e and charms me from his eyes! 
O Nepes e! O great founder of our race 
Why was he fram'd with ſuch a godlike look ? 
V, iy wears he not ſome moſt deteſted form, 
Ee leful to ſight, as horrible to thought; 
That I mig ht act my juſtice without grief, 
Funim the villain, nor regret the ſon? 
Hip. May J preſume to aſc, what fecret care 
Bros in your breaſt, and clouds your royal brow ? 
n dart your awful eyes thoſe angry beams, 
- +..44 543; he IIippolitus they us'd to cher? 
| W., „ Anſwer me firſt. When call'd to wait on Phædra, 
at ſudden fear ſurpriz'd your troubled ſoul ? 
. a did your ebbing blood forſake your cheeks ? 
hy did you haſten from your father's arms, 
'to hun the queen your duty bids you pleaſe? 
Hip. My lord, to os the queen I'm forc'd to ſhun her, 
And keep this hate object from her ſight. 
TI. Say, what's the cauſe of her 1 invet rate hatrcd ? 
Hip. My lord, as yet I never gave her cauſe. 
 Thej. O were it ſo! | Aſide.] When laſt did you attend 
her ? 
Hip. When lat attend her !---O unhappy queen! 
Your error's known, yet I diſdain to wrong you, 
Or to betray a fault myſelf have caus'd. [ Aſide. 
When latt attend her ? | | 
The/. Aniwer me directly; 
Nor dare to trifle with your father's rage. , 
(ih. 
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Hip. My lord, this very morn I faw the queen. 

T he/. What pail * | 
Hp. I aſk'd permiſſion to retire. 

Te. And was that all? 

| Hip. My lord, I humbly beg, 
With the moſt Jow ſubmifions, aſk no more. 

The}. Yet you don't anſwer with your low ſubmiſſions, 
Anſwer, or ncver hope to fee me more. 

Hip. Too much he knows, I fear, without my telling; 
And the poor queen's betray'd, and loft for ever. [. 
Tee. He changes, gods! and faulters at the queſtion. 
His fears, his words, his looks, declare him guilty. [Hue 
Hip. Why do you frown, my lord? why turn away? 
As from ſome loathſome monſter, not your ſon ? 

Te. Thou art that monſter, and no more my ſon. 
Not one of thoſe of the moſt horrid form, 

Of which my hand has eas'd the burthen'd earth, 

Was half fo ſhocking to my ſight as thou. Ws 
Hip. Where am I, gods? is that my father Theſeus? 

Am I awake? am I Hippolitus ? | 

Te. Thou art that fiend. Thon art Hippolitus. 
Thou art.---O fall! O fatal ſtain to honour ! 

How had my vain imagination form'd thee ? 

Brave as Alcides, and as Minos juſt. 

Sometimes it led me thro' the maze of war; 

There it ſurvey'd thee ranging thro” the field, 
Mowing down troops, — dealing out deſtruction. 
Sometimes with wholeſome laws reforming ates, 
Crowning their happy joys with peace and plenty; 


While you 
Hip. With all my father's foul inſpu'd, 

Burnt with impatient thirſt of early honour, 

To hunt thro? bloody fields the chace of glory, 

And bleſs your age with r like your own. 

Gods, how that warm'd me! how my throbbing heart 

Leapt to the image of my father's joy, 

When you ſhould ftrain me in ous Clin arms, 

And with kind raptures, and with ſobbing jovs, 

Commend my valour, and confeſs your ton ! 

How did I think my glorious toil o'erpaid ? 

Then great indeed, and in my father's love, 
C4. | With: 
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With more than conqueſt crown'd ? Go on, Hippolitus. 
Go tread the rugged paths of daring honour ; 
Practice the ſtricteſt and auſtereſt virtue, 
And all the rigid laws of righteous Minos; 
'Fheſeus, thy father Theſeus will reward thee. 
The /. Reward thee !-----Yes; as Minos would reward 
thee. 
Was Minos then thy pattern? and did Minos, 
The great, the good, the juſt, the righteous Minos, 
The judge of Hell, and oracle of carth, 
Did he inſpire adultery, force, and inceſt? 


Iſmena apears, 


in. Ha! what's this? [ .7/cat. 
Hp. Amazement ! inceſt! 
ef. Inceſt with Phædra, with thy mother Phædra. 
Hip. This charge fo une pected, fo amazing, 
So new, fo ſtrange, ini poſſible to thought, 
Stuns my aftoniſh'd ſoul, and ties my voice. 
Th /. Then let this wake thee, this once-glorious ſword, 
With which thy father arm'd thy infant hand, 
Not for this purpoſe. O abandon'd flave ! 
O early villain! mc# detefted coward ! 
With this my inftrument of youthful glory 
Vith this !-----O noble entrance into arms! 
With this t' invade the ſpot'eſs Phædra's honour ! 
Phedra, my life, my better half, my queen ! 
That very Phædra, for whoſe juſt defence 
The gods would claim thy ſword. 
| Hip. Amazement ! death! wy 
Heav'ns ! durſt I raiſe the far-fam'd ſword of Theſeus 
- Apainft his queen, againſt my mother's boſom ? 
1 Te. If not, declare when, where, and how you loſt it ? 
id How Phædra gain'd it ?--O all ye gods! he's ſilent. 
1% Why was it bar'd ? whoſe boſom was it aim'd at ? 
# What meant thy arm advanc'd, thy glowing cheeks, 
i} Thy hand, heart, eyes? O villain ! monſtrous villa ! 
q Hip. Is there no way, no thought, no beam of light? 
No clue to guide me thro? this gloomy maze, 
if To clear my honour, yet preferve my faith ? A 
1 None 
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None, none, ye pow'rs! and muſt I groan beneath 
This execrable load of foul diſhonour ? 
Muft Theſeus ſuffer ſuch unheard-of torture ? 
Theſeus, my father. No, I'll break thro? all; 
All oaths, all vows, all idle imprecations, 
I give em to the winds. Hear me, my lord; 
Hear your wrong'd ſon. The ſword —O fatal vow! 
Enſnaring oaths, and thou, raſh thoughtleſs fool, 
To bind thyſelf in voluntary chains; 
Yet to thy fatal truſt continue firm! 
Beneath diſgrace tho' infamous, yet honeſt. 
Yet hear me, father : May the righteous gods 
Show'r all their curſes on this wretched head; 
Oh, may they doom me | | 
 The/. Yes, the gods will doom thee. 
The ſword, the ſword !---Now ſwear, and call to witneſs 
Heav'n, Hell, and earth, I mark it not from one 
That breathes beneath ſuch complicated guilt. 
Hip. Was that like guilt, when with expanded arms 
I ſprang to meet you at your wiſh'd return ? 
Does this appear like guilt, when thus ſerene, 
With eyes erect, and viſage unappall'd, 
Fixt on that awful face, I ſtand the charge, 
Amaz'd, not fearing ? Say, if I am guilty; 
Where are the conſcious looks, the face now pale, 
Now fluſhing red, the down-calt haggard eyes, 
Or fixt on earth, or ſlowly rais'd to catch 
A fearful view, then ſunk again with horror ? 
Thef. This is for raw, untaught, unfiniſn'd villains. | 
Thou in thy bloom haſt reach'd th' abhorr'd perfection: 
Thy even looks could wear a peaceful calm, | 
The beauteous ſtamp (O Heav'ns !) of faultleſs virtue, 
1 While thy foul heart contriv'd this horrid deed. 
O harden'd fiend! can't ſuch tranſcending crimes 
Diſturb thy foul, or ruffle thy ſmooth brow ? 
What, no remorſe! no qualms! no pricking pangs ! 
No feeble ſtruggle of rebelling honour! _ 
Oh! *rwas thy joy, thy ſecret hoard of bliſs, 
To dream, to ponder, a& it o'er in thought ; 
To doat, to dwell on; as rejoicing miſers 
Brood o'er their precious ſtores of ſecret gold. 


* 
um 
n — — — ——— * 
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Hip. Muſt I not ſpeak ? Then ſay, unerring Heav'n, 


Why was I born with ſuch a thirſt of glory ? 
Why did thas _—_— dawn to my diſhonour ? 


Why did not pitying 
Prevent the guilty day ? 


Te. Guilty indeed. 
Evn at the time you heard your father's death, 
And ſuch a father (O immortal gods !) 
As held thee dearer than his life and 
When thou ſhouidft rend the ſkies with clam'rous grief, 
Beat thy ſad breaft, and tear thy ſtarting hair; 
Then to my bed to force your impious way; 
With horrid luſt & inſult my yet- warm urn; 
Make me the ſcorn of Hell, and ſport for fiends ! 


"Theſe are the fun'ral 13 


ate with ready death 


lory! 


paid to Theſeus, 


Theſe are the ſorrows, theſe the hallow'd rides. 
To which you'd call your father's hov'ring ſpirit. 


Enter Iſmena. 


Tie. FH, ſear me, my lord, ere yet you * his doom : 


[Turning to Þ heicus, 


Hear one that comes to ſhield his injur'd honour, 
And guard his life with hazard of her own. 

{4 aq. Tt ho” thou'rt the daughter of my hated foe, 
Tho' ev'n thy beauty's loathſome wo my eyes, 


Yet juſtice bids me hear thee, 


Jin. Thus I thank you. [ Keels. 
Then know, miſtaken prince, his honeſt ſou! 
Could ne'er be ſway'd by im bious love to Phædra, 


Since I beture engan d his ex riy 


Vows ; 


* ith all my Wiles {ubdu'd his trugeling heart; 
For long his duty ſtruggled w ith bis love. 
T5. Speak, is this true? on thy obedience, ſpeak. 
Hip. So 2 raid. Ion the dans” rous truth ; I own, 
Againſt he r will. I lord the fair Ilmena. 


TI. Carlt thou be only clear'd by ace 
And juſtified Ly crimes? What, love my foe ! 


_ Love one deſcends d from a race of tyrants, 


Whoſe blood yet reeks on wy avenging ſword! 


I'm cura eack n moment I de! iy thy fate. 


Fafe 
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Haſte to the ſhades, and tell the happy Pallas 


Iſmena's flames, and let him taſte ſuch joys 

As thou giv'it me; go tell applauding Minos 

The pious love you * his daughter Phædra; 
Tell it the chatt'ring ghoſts, and hiffing furies, 
Tell it the grinning kends, till Hell found nothing 


To thy pleas'd ears but Phzdra and Iimena. 


Enter Cratander. 


Seize him, Cratander; take this guilty ſword, 
Let his own hand avenge the crimes it acted, 
And bid him die, at leaſt, like Theſeus' fon. 


Take him away, and execute my orders. 


_ SO how that ſtrikes me ! how it wounds my 
oul 
To think of your unutterable ſorrows 
When you ſhall find Hippolitus was guiltlets ! 
Yet when you know the innocence you do071'd, 
When you ſhall mourn your ſon's unhappy fate, 
Oh, I beſeech you by the love you bore me, 
With my lat words (my words will then prevail) 
Oh, for my fake forbear to touch your lite, 
Nor wound again Hippolitus in Theſeus. 
Let all my virtues, all my joys ſurvive 
Freth in your breaſt, but be my woes forgot; 
The woes which fate, and not my father, wrought, 
Oh, let me dwell for ever in your thoughts, | 
Let me be honour'd ſtill, but not deplor d'. 
Thef. Then thy chief care is for thy father's life. 
Well haſt thou thewn the care thou tak'ſt of Theſes. . 
O all ye gods! how this enflames my fury. 


O blooming hypocrite! O young ditiembler ! 


I ſcarce can hold my rage; my eager hands 


Tremble to reach thee. No, diſhonour'd Theſeus, 
Blot not thy fame wich ſuch a montter's blood. 
Snatch him away. | 

| Hip. Lead on. Farewel, Iſmena. 

In. Oh! take me with him, let me ſhare his fate. 
O awful Theſeus! yet revoke his doom. 
See, fee thegery miniſters of death, 
Tho? bred to blood, yet 9 and wiſh to ſave him. 
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Thel. Slaves, villains, tear her from him, cut her arms 
off. 
Ian. Oh, tear me, cut me, till my ever d limbs 
Grow to my lord, and ſhare the pains he ſuffers. 
T he). Villains, away. 
Jin. O Theſeus! hear me, hear me. 
The/. Away, nor taint me with thy loathſome touch. 
Off, woman. 
bm. Stay, oh, tay! PI tell you all. 
| [Exit Theſeus. 
Already gone. Tell it, ye conſcious walls; 
gear it, ye winds, upon your pitying wings; 
Reſound it, Fame, with all your hundred t tongues. 
O hapleſs youth! all Heav'n conſpires againſt you. 
The conſcious walls conceal the fatal ſecret; 
T' untainted winds refuſe th” infecting load; 
And Fame itſelf is mute. Nay, ev'n Iſmena, 
Thy own Iſmena's ſworn to thy deſtruction. 


But till, whate'er the cruel gods deſign, | | 
In the ſame fate our equal ſtars combine, 
And he who dooms thy death 1 mine. 


The End of the FouxTu Act. 
0930000995 02000000009020 
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Enter Phedra and Lycon. 


Lye. CCUSE yourſelf | On my knees I beg you, 
A By all the gods, recal the fatal nates. : 

Heav'ns ! will you ſtand the dreaded rage of Theſeus ? 

And brand your fame, and work your own deſtruction ? 
Phed. By thee Pm branded, and by thee deftroy'd ; 

Thou boſom ſerpent, thou alluring fiend ! 

Yet ſhan't you boaſt the miſeries you cauſe, 

Nor ſcape the ruin you have brought on all. 


Lyc, 
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Lyc. Was it not your command ? has faithful Lycon 
F'er ſpoke, e' er thought, defign'd, contriv'd, or atted ? 
Has he done aught without the queen's conſent ? 
Phed. Plead'ſt thou conſent to what thou firſt inſpir'dſt? 
Was that conſent ? O ſenſeleſs 1 
When adverſe paſſions ſtruggled in my breaſt, 
When anger, fear, love, forrow, guilt, deſpair, 
Drove out my reaſon, and uſurp'd my foul. 
Yet this conſent you plead, O faithleſs Lycon ! 
Oh, only zealous for the fame of Phædra! 
With this you blot my name, and clear your own ; 
And what's my phrenzy ſhall be call'd my crime. 
What then is thine ? thou cool deliberate villain, 
Thou wiſe fore-thinking, weighing politician ! 
Lyc. Oh! 'twas ſo black, my ſriglited tongue recoil'd 
At its own ſound, and horror ſhook my ſoul. 
Vet till, tho” pierc'd with ſuch amazing anruiſh, 
Such was my zeal, ſo much I lov'd my queen, 
I broke thro? all, to ſave the life of Phædra. 
_ Phad. What's life? O all ye gods! can life atone 
For all the monſtrous crimes by which 'tis bought? 
Or can I hve, when thou, O ſoul of honour! 
O early hero! by my crimes art ruin'd? 
Perhaps ev'n now the great unhappy youth 
Falls by the fordid hands of butchering villains ; 
Now, now he bleeds, he dies. O perjur'd traitor ! 
dee, his rich blood in purple torrents flows, 
And nature ſallies in unbidden groans ; 
Now mortal pangs diſtort his lovely form, 
His roſy beauties fade, his ſtarry eycs | 
Now darkling ſwim, and fix their cloſing beams; 
Now in ſhort gaſps his lab'ring ſpirit heaves, 
And weakly flutters on his fault'ring tongue, 
And ſtruggles into found. Hear, monſter, hear, 
With his laſt breath he curſe; perjur'd Phædra; 
He ſummons Phædra to the bar of Minos: 
Thou too ſhalt there appear; to torture thee 
Whole Hell ſhall be employ'd, and ſuff' ring Phæc ra 
Shall find ſome eaſe, to ſee thee ſtill more wretch d. 
Lyc. O ali ye pus! O Phædra! hear me, he. x me, 
By all my zeal, by all my anxious cares, 1 
J 
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By thoſe unhappy crimes I wrought to ſerve you, 
By theſe old wither'd limbs, and hoary hairs, 
By all my tears—O Heav'ns! ſhe minds me not; 
She hears not my complaints. O wretched Lycon ! 
To what art thou reſerv'd ? 
_ Phaad. Reſerv'd to all 
The ſharpeſt, ſloweſt pains that earth can furniſh, 
To all I wih——O Phzdra—— Guards, ſecure him. 


Lycon carried off. 


Ha, Theſeus !—Gods ! my freezing blood congeals, 
And all my thoughts, deſigns, and words are loft. 


Enter Theſeus. 


The/. Doſt thou at laſt repent ? O lovely Phzdra ! 
At laſt with equal ardor meet my vows ? 
O dear-bought blefling !---Yet Pl not complain, 
Since now my ſharpe't grief is all o'erpaid, 
And only heightens joy. Then haſte, my charmer, 
Let's feaſt our famiſh'd ſouls with amorous riot, 
With fierceſt bliſs atone for our delay, 
And in a moment love the age we've loſt. 
Phed. Stand off; approach me, touch me not; fly hence, 
Far as the diitant ſkies or d centre. 
The/. Amazement! death! Ve gods who guide the world, 
What can this mean? So fierce a deteſtation, | 
So ſtrong abhorrence Speak, exquiũte tormentor !_ 
Was it for this your ſummons filPd my foul 
With eager raptures, and tumultuous tranſports ? 
Ev'n painful joys, and agonies of bliſs. 
Did I for this obey my PEædra's call, 
And fly with trembling haſte to meet her arms? 
And am I thus receiv'd ? O cruel Phædra 
Was it for this you rcuz'd my drowſy foul 
From the dull lethargy of hopeleſs love ? 
And doſt thou only = thoſe beauteous eyes 
To wake deſpair, and blaſt me with their beams? 
Phed Oh, were that all to which the gods have doom'd. 
met 
But 
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But angry Heav'n has laid in ſtore for Theſeus 

Such perfect miſchief, ſuch tranſcendent woe, 

That the black image ſhocks my frighted ſoul, 

And the words die on 1 reluctant tongue. 

The/. Fear not to ſpeak it; that harmonious voice 

Will make the ſaddeſt tale of ſorrow pleaſing, | 

And charm the grief it brings. Thus let me hear it, 

Thus in thy fight; thus gazing on thoſe eyes 

I can ſupport the utmoſt ſpite of fate, Z 

And ftand the rage of Heav'n.— Approach, my fair. 

_ Phed. Off, or I fly for ever from thy ſight. 

Shall I embrace the father of Hippolitus ? 
T he/. Forget the villain ; drive Fim from your ſoul. 
Phed. Can I forget, or drive him from my ſoul ? 

Oh! he will fill be preſent to my eyes; | 

His words will ever echo in my ears; 

Still will he be the torture of my days, 

Bane of my life, and ruin of my glory. 

The/. And mine and all. O moſt abandon'd villain! - 
O laſting ſcandal to our godlike race! | 
That could contrive a crime ſo foul as inceſt. 
Phed. Inceſt! Oh, name it not! 

The very mention ſhakes my inmoſt ſoul ; 

The gods are ſtartled in their peaceful manſions ;- 

And nature ſickens at the ſhocking ſound. 

Thou brutal wretch ! thou execrable monſter ! 

To break thro? all the laws that early flow 

From untaught reaſon, and diitiaguith man; 

Mix like the ſenſeleſs herd with beitial luſt, 

Mother and ſon prepoſterouſly wicked ; 

To banich from thy foul the reverence due 

To honour, nature, and the genial bed, 

And injur: one ſo great, ſo good as Theſeus ! 
he. To injure one {9 great, fo good as Phædra. 

O Slave! to wrong ſuch purity as thine ; 

Such dazzling brightneſs, ſuch exalted virtue. 

Phad. Virtue! all-ſeeing gods, ye know my virtue. 
Muſt I ſupport all this? O righteous Heav'n ! 

Can't I yet 2 Reproach 1 could have born, 

Pointed his ſatire's ſtings, and edg'd his rage: 

Bat to be prais'd Now, Minos, I defy thee ; 

Ey'n all thy dreadful magazines of pains, 


Stones, 
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Stones, furies, wheels, are ſlight to what I ſuffer, 
And Hell itſelf's relief. $48 
The/. What's Hell to thee ? 
What crimes couldſt thou commit ? or what reproaches 
Could innocence fo pure as Phzdra's fear ? 
Ohl thou'rt the chaſteſt matron of thy ſex, 
The faireſt pattern of excelling virtue. 
Our lateſt annals ſhall record thy glory, 
The maid's example, and the matron's theme. 
Each ſkilful artiſt ſhall expreſs thy form 
In animated gold. The threat'ning ſword 
Shall hang for ever o'er thy ſnowy boſom ; 
Such heav'nly beauty on thy face ſhall bloom 
As ſhall almoſt excuſe the villain's crime; 
But yet that firmneſs, that unſhaken virtue, 
As ſtill ſnall make the monſter more deteſted. 
Where: e er you paſs, the crowded way ſhall ſound 
With joyful cries, and endleſs acclamations. 
And when aſpiring bards in daring ſtrains 
Shall raife ſome heav'nly matron to the pow'rs, 
They'll ſay, She's great, ſhe's true, ſhe's chaſte as Phædra. 
 Phed. This might have been. But now, O cruel ſtars ! 
Now, as I paſs, the crowded way ſhall found 185 
With hiſſing ſcorn, and murm'ring deteſtation. 
The lateſt annals ſhall record my — ; 
And when th' avenging muſe with pointed rage 
Would ſink ſome impious woman down to Heil, 
She'll ſay, She's falſe, ſhe's baſe, ſhe's foul as Phædra. 
The/. Hadſt thou been foul, had horrid violation 
Caſt any ſtains on purity like thine, 
They're waſh'd already in the villain's blood: 
The very ſword, his inftrument of horror, 
Ere this time drench'd in his inceſtuous heart, 
Has done thee juſtice, and aveng'd the crimes 
He us'd it to perform. | 


Enter Meſſenger. 


Meß. Alas! my lord, | 
Ere this the prince is dead. I ſaw Cratander 
Give him a ſword; I ſaw him boldly take it, 
Rear it on high, and point it to his breaſt. 1 
| | Witt 
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With ſteady hands, and with diſdainful looks, 
As one that fear'd not death, but ſcorn'd to die, 
And not in battle. A loud clamor follow'd ; 
And the ſurrounding ſoldiers hid from fight, 
But all pronounc'd him dead. 
Phed. Is he then dead? 
5. Yes, ves, he's dead; and dead by my command. 
And in this dreadful act of mournful juſtice 
I'm more renown'd than in my dear-bought laurels. 
Phad. Then thou'rt renown'd indeed. ——O happy 
Theſeus! | | 
Oh, only worthy of the love of Phædra! 
Haſte then, let's join our well-met hands together, 
Unite for ever, and defy the gods 
To ſhew a pair ſo eminently wretched. | 
Te. Wretched ! for what? for what the world muſt 
| praiſe me; | | | | 
For what the nations ſhall adore my juſtice, 
A villain's death. | 
Phed. Hippolitus a villain ! 
Oh, he was all his godlike fire could wiſh, 
The pride of Theſeus, and the hopes of Crete. 
Nor did the braveſt of his godlike race 
Tread with ſuch early hopes the paths of honour. 
The}. What can this mcan? declare, ambigious Phædra, 
Say, whence theſe ſhifting guſts of claſhing rage ? 
Why are thy doubted +4 on dark and troubled, 
FA as when vext by warring winds ? 
Why 1s a villain, with alternate paſſion, 
Accus'd and prais'd, deteſted and deplor'd ? 
Phed. Canſt thou not gueſs ? . 
Canſt thou not read it in my furious paſſions ? 
In all the wild diforders of my ſoul? 
Couldſt thou not fee it in the noble warmth 
That urg'd the darling youth to acts of honour? 
Couldſt thou not find it in the gen'rous truth 
Which ſparkled in his eyes, and open'd in his face? 
Couldſt not perceive it in the chaſte reſerve, 
In every word and look, each godlike act, 
Couldſt thou not ſee Hippolitus was guiltleſs ? 
The}. Guiltleſs! O all ye gods! what can this muy * 
| 5 | Phed. 


— 
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Phed. Mcan! that the guilt is mine, that virtuous 
Phedra, _ 
The maid's example, and the matron's theme, 
With beſtial pation woo'd your loathing ſon. 
And vehen denied, with impious accuſation 
Sullied the luſtre of his ſhining honour ; | 
Of my own crimes accus'd the faultleſs youth, 
And with enſnaring wiles deſtroy'd that virtue 
I tried in vain to hae. 
_ They. Is he then guiltleſs? 
_ Guiltleſs! then what art thou? and oh, juſt Heav'n! 
What a deteſted parricide is Thefeus ? — 
Phed. What am I? what indeed, but one more black 
Than earth or Hell e'er bore ! O horrid mixture 
Of crimes and woes, of parricide and inceſt, 
Perjury, murder, to arm the erring father 
Again the guiltleſs ſon. O impious Lycon, 
In what a hell of woes thy arts have plung'd me! 
The/. Lycon !-----Here, guards. O moſt abandon'd 
villain! 8 


Secure him, ſcize him, drag him piece- meal hither. 
Free Guards, 


Gua. Who has, my lord, incurr'd your high diſpleaſure? 
/. Who can it be, ye gods, but perjur'd Lycon ? 
Who can inſpire ſuch ſtorms of rage, but Lycon ? 
Where has my ſword left one ſo black, but Lycon ? 
Where, wretched Theſeus ! in thy bed and heart, 
The very darling of my ſoul and eyes. 
O beauteous fend ! But truſt not to thy form. 
You too, my fon, was fair; your manly beauties 
Charm'd ev'ry heart (O Heav'ns I) to your deſtrution; 
You too were good, your virtuous ſoul abhorr d 
The crimes for which you died. O impious Phædra 


In ceſtuous fury! execrabie murd”reſs ! 


Is there revenge on earth, or pain in Hell, 
Can art invent, or boiling rage uggeſt, | 
Ev'n endleſs torture, which thou ſhalt not ſuffer ? 
Phed. And is there aught on earth I would not ſuffer? 
Oh, were there vengeance equal to my crimes, 3 
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Thou needſt not claim it, moſt unhappy youth, 
From any hands but mine: t avenge thy fate 
Fd court the fierceit pains, and ſue for tortures, 
And Phædra's ſuff' rings ſhould atone for thine : 
Vn now I fall a victim to thy wrongs ; 
yn now a fatal draught works out my ful ; 
KEv'n now 1t curdles in my ſhrinking veias 
The lazy blood, and freezes at my heart. 


Lycon brought in. 


T he/. Haſt thou eſcap'd my wrath? Yet, impious Lycon, 

On thee Pll empty all my hoard of veng-ance, | 

And glut my boundleſs rage. 

_ Lye. O mercy, mercy! 

The/. Such thou ſhalt find as thy beſt deeds deſerve ; 

Such as thy guilty ſoul can hope from Theſeus ; 

Such as thou ſhew'dſt to poor Hippolitus. | 
Lyc. Oh! chain me; whip me; let me be the ſcorn 

Of ſordid rabbles, and inſulting crowds : 

Give me but life, and make that life moſt wretched. 
Phed. Art thou fo baſe, ſo ſpiritleſs a ſlave? 

Not ſo the lovely youth thy arts have ruin'd, 

Not fo he bore the fate to which you doom'd him. 

T5. O abject villain !---Yet it gives me joy 

To ſee the fears that ſhake thy guilty ſoul, 

Enhance thy crimes, and antedate thy woes. 

Oh, how thou'lt howl thy fearful ſoul away! 

While laughing crowds ſhall echo to thy cries, 

And make thy pains their ſport. Haſte, hence, away 

with him, | | 

Drag him to all the torments earth can furniſh ; 

Let him be rack'd and gaſh'd, impal'd alive; 

Ihen let the mangled monſter, fixt on high, 

Grin o'er the ſhouting crowds, and glut their vengeance. 

And is this all? and art thou now appeas'd ? 

Will this atone for poor Hippolitus ? . 

O ungorg'd appetite | O rav'nous thirit 

Of a ſon's blood ! what, not a day, a moment ? 3 
Phed. A day, a moment! oh, thou ſhouldit have ſtaid 

Years, ages, ail the round of circling time, | | 

Ere touch the life of that conſummate youth. 


Theſ. 


_— — 
a —— — * 


Not this I promis'd to his yung mother, 


How huge Mzgara 


K —————— ——— 
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T he/. And yet with joy I flew to his deſtruction, 
Boaſted his fate, and ap ors in his ruin. 


When in her mortal pangs ſhe gave me 


ighing 


The laſt cold kiſſes from her trembling lips, 


And reach'd her feeble wand'ring hands to mine; 
When her laſt breath now quiv*ring at her mouth, 
Implor'd my goodneſs to her lovely ſon, 

To her Hippolitus. He, alas! deſcends 

An early victim to the lazy ſhades, 


(O Heav'n and earth!) by Theſeus doom'd, deſcends. 


Pbæd. He's doom'd by Theſeus, but accus'd by Phædra, 
By Phzdra's madneſs, and by Lycon's hatred. | 
Yet with my life I expiate my phrenzy, 

And die for thee my headlong rage deftroy'd. 

Thee I purſue (O great ili-fated youth!) 

Purſue thee ſtill, but now with chaſte deſires; 

'Thee thro? the diſmal waſte of gloomy death, 


Thee thro” the glimm'ring dawn, and purer day, 


Thro' all th' Elyſian plains O righteous Minos ! 
Elyſian plains! There he and his Iſmena 

Shall ſport for ever, ſhall for ever drink 
Immortal love ; while I far off ſhall howl 

In lonely plains ; while all the blackeſt ghoſts 


Shrink from the baleful fight of one more monſtrous, 


And more accurſt than they. 
The/. I too muſt go; 
I too muſt once more ſee the burning ſhore 


Of livid Acheron and black Cocytus, 


Whence no Alcides will releaſe me now. 
Phed. Then why this ſtay ? come on, let's plunge to- 
gether. | 
See, Hell ſets wide its adamantine gates ; 
See, thro' the ſable gates the black Cocytus 


In ſmoaky circles rowls its fiery waves; 


Hear, hear the ſtunning harmonies of woe, : 


The din of m— chains, of claſhing whips, 


Of groans, or loud complaints, of piercing ſhrieks, 
That wide thro? all its gloomy world reſound. 
talks what ſtreaming fires 
Blaze from her glaring eyes! what ſerpents curl 
In horrid wreaths, and hiſs around her head _ 
| ov 
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Now, now ſhe drags me. to the bar of Minos: 

Sce how the awful judges of the dead 

Look ſtedfaſt hate, and horrible diſmay ! 

dee, Minos turns away his loathing eyes; 

Rage choaks his ſtruggling words ; the fatal urn 
Drops from his trembling hand. O all ye gods! 
What, Lycon here? O execrable villain ! 

Then am I ſtill on earth? By Hell I am, 

A fury now, a ſcourge preſerv'd for Lycon. 

See, the juſt beings offer to my vengeance 

That impious ſlave. Now, Lycon, for revenge; 
Thanks, Heav'n, tis here. I'Il teal it to his heart. 


Mating ng Theſeus for Lycon, offers to flab him. 
Gua. Heav'ns ! *tis your lord. 


Phed. My lord! O equal Heav'n ! 
| Muſt each portentous moment riſe in crimes, 
And falling life go off in parricide ? 
Then truſt not thy flow drugs. Thus ſure of death 
[Stabs _— 
Compleat thy a. Ae if this ſuffice not, | 
Thou, Minos, do the reft. 
Thel. At length ſhe's quiet; 3 
And now earth bears not ſuch a wretch as Theſeus. 
Vet I'll obey Hippolitus, and live: 
Then to the wars; and as the Corybantines, 
With claſhing ſhields and braying trumpets, drown" 
The cries of infant Jove, PI ſtifle conſcience, 
And nature's murmurs, in the din of arms. 
But what are arms to me? is he not dead 
For whom | fought ? for whom my hoary age 
Glow'd with the boiling heat of youth in battle ? 
How then to drag - wretched life beneath 
An endleſs round of ſtill- returning woes, 
And all the gnawing pangs of vain remorſe ? 
What torment's this ;*-.. Therefore, O greatly thought! : 
Therefore do juſtice on thyſelf, and live ; 
Live above all moſt infinitely wretched. 


Iſmena too Nay then, "_—_ Heav' n 


Iſmena 
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Iſmena enzers. 


Has vented all its rage. O wretched maid ! 
Why doſt thou come to ſwell my raging grief? 
Why add to forrows, and embitter woes ? 
Why do thy mournful eyes upbraid my guilt ? 
Why thus recal to my afflicted foul 
The ſad remembrance of my godlike ſon, 
Of that dear youth my cruelty has ruin'd ? 
In. Ruin'd! O all ye powers! O awful Theſens! 
Say, where's my lord? ſay, where has fate diſpos'd him? 
O ſpeak ! the fear diſtracts me. . 
Theſ. Gods! can I ſpeak ? 

Can I declare his fate to his Iſmena? 
O lovely maid ! couldit thou admit of comfort, 
Thou ſhouldit for ever be my only care, 
Work of my life, and labour of my foul. 
For thee alone my ſorrows, lulPd, ſhall ceaſe, 
Ceaſe for a while to mourn my murder'd ſon ; 
For thee alone my ſword once more ſhall rage, 
Reſtore the crown of which it robb'd your race. 
Then let your grief give way to thoughts of empire ; 
At thy own Athens reign. The happy crowd 
Beneath the eaſy yoke with pleaſure bow, 
And think in thee their own Minerva reigns. 

1/m. Muſt I then reign, nay, muſt I live without him? 
Not ſo, O godlike youth! you lov'd Ifmena : 
Vou, for her ſake, refus'd the Cretan empire, 

And yet a nobler gift, the royal Phædra. 

Shall I then take a crown, a guilty crown, 3 
From the relentleſs hand that doom'd thy death? 

Oh! 'tis in death alone I can have eaſg, 

And thus I find it. [ Offers to ſlab her/elf. 


Enter Hippolitus. 


Hip. O forbear Iſmena ! . 
Forbear, chaſte maid, to wound thy tender boſom. 
O Heav'n and earth ! ſhould ſhe reſolve to die, 
And ſnatch all beauty from the widow'd earth ? 
Was it for me, ye gods! ſhe'd fall a victim 
| 3 


Was 
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Was it for me ſhe'd die? O heav'nly virgin! 
See, ſee thy own Hippolitus, who lives, 
And hopes to live for thee. 
Inu. Hippolitus ! 

Am TI alive or dead? is this Elyſium ? 
"Tis he, 'tis all Hippolitus. Art well? 
Art thou not wounded )? 

T he/. O unhop'd-for joy ! 
Stand off, and let me fly into his arms, 
Speak, ſay, what god, what miracle preſerv'd thee ? 
Didf thou not ſtrike thy father's cruel preſent, 
My ſword, into thy breaſt ? 

Hip. I aim'd it there, 
But rarn'd 4 it from myſelf, and ſlew Cratander ; 
The guards, not truſted with his fatal orders, 
Granted my wiſh, and brought me to the king. 
I tear'd not death, but could not bear the thought 
Of Theſeus? — and Iſmena's loſs; 
Therefore I haſten'd to your royal preſence, 
Here to receive my doom. 

Tbeſ. Be this thy doom, 
To live for ever in Iſmena's arms. 
Go, heav'nly pair, and with your dazzling virtues, 
Vour courage, truth, your innocence and love, 
Amaze and charm mankind; and rule that empire, 
For which in vain your rival fathers fought. 

L/m. O killing Joy * 
Hip. O extaſy of bliſs! 
Am I poſſeſs'd at laſt of my Iſmena ? * 
Of that celeſtial maid, O pitying gods! 
How fhall I thank your bounties for my ſufrings, 
For ail my pains, and all the pangs I've borne ? 
Since *twas to them I owe divine Iſmena, 
To them I owe the dear conſent of Theſeus. 
Yet there's a pain lies heavy on my heart, 
For the diſaſtrous fate of hapleſs Phædra. 
Te. Deep was her anguiſh; for the wrongs ſhe did you 
She choſe to die, and in her death _ 
Your fate, and not her own. 
| Hip. Pve heard it all. 
Oh! had not paſſion ſully'd her renown, 
None 
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None e' er on earth had ſhone with equal luftre ! 


So glorious liv'd, or fo lamented died. 

Her faults were only faults of raging love, 
Her virtues all her own. 

In. Unhappy Phedra ! 

Was there no other way, ye pitying pow'rs, 
No other way to crown Iſmena's love? 

Then muſt 1 ever mourn her cruel fate, 

And in the midſt of my triumphant joy, 
Ev'n in my hero's arms, confeſs ſome ſorrow. 

The/. O tender maid! furbear with ill-tim'd grief, 
To damp our bleflings, and incenſe the gods; 
But let's away, and pay kind Heav'n our thanks 
For all the wonders in our favour wrought ; 

That Heav'n, whoſe mercy reſcu'd erring Theſeus 

From execrable crimes, and endleſs woes. 

Then learn from me, ye kings that rule the world: 

With equal poize let ſteady juſtice ſway, 

And flagrant crimes with certain vengeance pay, 

But till the proofs are clear, the ſtroke delay. 

Hip. The righteous gods, that innocence require, 
Prote& the goodneſs which themſelves inſpire ; 

Unguarded virtue human arts defies, 

TH accus'd is happy, while th' accuſer dies. 


[ Exeunt omnes. 
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Nn HEN I hear by many b not in- 
1 A ar; different Judges, how Poets are cenſur'd 
2 vy moſt even where they moſt intend to 
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pleaſe, and ſometimes by thoſe to whom. 
they addreſs, condemn'd for Flatterers, Sy- 
cophants, little fawning Wretches; I con- 


ai Ve 
feſs, of all Undertakings there is none more dreadful to 
me than a Dedication. So nicely cruel are our Judges, 
that after a Play has been generally applauded on the 
Stage, the induſtrious Malice of ſome After-obſervers, 


ſhall damn it for an Epi/le or a Preface. For this Reaſon, 
my Lord, Alexander was more to ſeek for a Patron in my 
troubled Thoughts, than for the Temple of Jupiter 
Ammon in the ſpreading Wilds and rolling Sands. Tis 
certain too, he muit have been loſt, had not Fortune, 
whom l muſt once at leaſt acknowledge kind in my Life, 
preſented me to your Lordthip : You were pleaſed, my 
jour to read it over Act by Act; and by particular 
Praiſes, proceeding from the Sweetneſs rather than the 
Juſtice of your Temper, lifred me up from my natural 
Melancholy and Diff dence, to a bold Belief, that what ſo 
pou an Underſtanding warranted, could not fail of Suc- 
ceſs. 

Axp here I were moſt ungratef.!, if I ſhould not ſa- 
tisfy the judging World of the Surprize I was in {Pardon 
me, my Lord, for calling it a Surprize) when I was firſt 
honour'd by waiting upon your Lordſhip: So much un- 
expected, and indeed unuſual Affability, from Perſons of 
your Birth and Quality, ſo true an Eaſineſs, ſuch Frank- 
neſs without Aﬀectation, I never ſaw. 
| When I more narrowly contemplate your Perſon, me- 
| thinks I ſee in your Lordſhip tyo of the moſt famous 

Characters that ever antient or modein Story could pro- 
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duce, the mighty Scipio, and the retir'd Coley. You 
have certainly the Gravity, Temperance and judgment, 
as well as the Courage of the firſt ; all which in your 
early Attempts of War, gave the nobleſt Dawn of Virtue, 
and will, when occaſion preſents, anſwer our Expectation, 
and ſhine forth at full. Then for the latter. you poſſeſſs 
all his Sweetneſs of Humour in Peace, all that Halcycn 
Tranquility of Mind, where your deep Thoughts glide, 
like filent Waters, without a Wrinkle; your Hours move 
with ſoſteſt Wings, and rarely any Larum ſtrikes to diſ- 
compoſe you. You have the Philoſophy of the firſt : 
And, which I confeſs of all your Qualities I love moſt, 
the Poetry of the latter. I was never more mov'd at 
Firzil's Dido, than at a ſhort Poem of your Lordſhip's, 
where nothing but the ſhortneſs can be diſlik'd. As our 
_ Churchmen wiſh there were more Noblemen of their 
Funktion, fo with I in the Behalf of depreſs'd Poetry, 
that there were more Poets of your Lordſhip's Excellency 
and Eminence. Praiſe is the greateſt Enco.: agement we 
Camelions can pretend to, or rather the Manna that keeps 
Soul and Body together; we devour it as if it were An- 
gels Food, and vainly think we grow immortal. For my 
on Part, I acknowledge I never receiv'd a better Satis- 
faction from the Applauſe of an Audience, than I have 
from your ſingle Judgment. You gaze at Beauties, and 
wink at Blemithes; and do both ſo gracefully, that the 
firſt diſcovers the Acuteneſs of your judgment, the other 
the Exce!lency of your Nature. And I can affirm to 
your Lordſhip, there is nothing tranſports a Poet, next to 
| Love, like commending in the right Place: Therefore, 
my Lord, this Play muſt be yours; and Alexander, whom 
J have raiſed from the Dead, comes to you with the 
Aſſurance anſwerable to his Character, and your Virtue. 
You cannot expect him in his Majeſty of two thouſand 
Years ago; I have only put his Aſhes in an Urn, which 
are now offer'd with all Obſervance to your Lordſhip, by, 


My Loxo, 
Your Loraſhip's 
Moft Humble, 
: Obliged, and 
Dewoted Servant, 


NAT. LEE. 
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H E Blaſt of common C'enſure cou'd I fear, 
Before your Play my Name ſhou'd not appear; 
For 'twill be thought, and with ſome Colour too, 
pay the Bribe I firſt receiv'd from you: 
That mutual Vouchers for our Fame we ſtand, 
To play the Game into each other's Hand? 
And as cheap Pen'orths to ourſelves afford, 
As Beſſus, and the Brothers of the Sword. 
Such Libels private Men may well endure, 
When States and Kings themſelves are not ſecure : 
For ill Men, conſcious of their inward Guilt, 
Think the beſt Actions on By-ends are built. 
And yet my Silence had not *ſcap'd their Spite, 
Then Envy had not ſuffer'd me to write 
For, ſince I cou'd not Ignorance pretend, 
Such Merit I muſt envy or commend. 


So many Candidates there ſtand for Wit, 


A Place in Court is fcarce ſo hard to get; 

In vain they croud each other at the Door, 

For ev'n Reverſions are all begg'd before: 

Deſert, how known ſoe' er. is long d-lay'd ; 

And then too Fools and Knave: are better pay'd. 
Yet, as ſome Actions bear ſo great a Name, 
That Courts themſelves are juit, for Fear of Shame ; 
59 has the mighty Merit of your Flay 

Extorted Praile, and forc'd itſelf a Way. 

"Tis here, as 'tis at Sea; who fartheſt goes, 

Or dares the moſt, makes all the reſt his Foes ; 

Yet when ſome Virtue much out-grows the reſt, 

It ſhoots too faſt, and high to be expreſt; 


As 


(8) 
As his Heroic Worth ſtruek Envy dumb, 
Who took the Dutchman, and who cut the Boom: 
Such Praiſe is yours, while you the Paſſions move, 
That tis no longer feign'd ; tis real Love, 
Where Nature triumphs over wretched Art; 
We only warm the Head, but you the Heart, 
Always you warm: And if the riſing Year, 
As in hot Regions, bring the Sun too near, 
Ti but to make your fragrant Spices blow, 
Which in our cooler Climates will not grow: 
They only think you animate your Theme 
With too much Fire, who are themfelves all Phlegm : 
Prizes wou'd be for Lags of ſloweſt Pace, 
Wese Cripples made the Judges of the Race. 
Deſpiſe thoſe Drones, who praiſe while they accuſe 
The too much Vigour of your youthful Muſe. 
That humble Stile which they their Virtue make 
Is in your Pow'r; you need but ſtoop and take. 
| Your beauteors Images muſt be allow'd 
By all, but ſome vile Poets of the Crowd. 
But kw ſhou'd any Sigu- poſt Dauber know 
The Worth of Titian, or of Angelo? 
Hard Features every Bungler can command; 


To draw true Beauty ſhews a Maſter's Hand. 
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Written by Sir Car Scroop, Bart. 


H OW hard the Fate is of the ſcribbling Drudge, 
Who writes to all when yet ſo few can judge 

Wit, like Religion, once Divine was thought ; 

And the dull Crowd believ'd as they were taught ; 

Now each Fanatick Foal preſumes "explain 

The Text, and does the ſacred Writ profane : 

For, while your Wits each other's Fall purſue, 

The Fops uſurp the Poxwer belongs to you. | 

You think y' are 2 in each New Play. Bill, 

Aud here you come for Trial of your Skill ; 

Where, Fencer like, you one another huzt, 

While with your Wounds you make the Rabble Sport. 

Others there are that have the brutal Will 

To murder a poor Play, but want the Skill. 

They love to fight, but ſeldom have the Wit 

To ſpy the Place where they may thruſt and bit; 

And therefore, like ſome Bully of the Town, 

Ne'er fland to draxw, but knock the Poet down. 

With theſe, like Hogs in Gardens, it ſucceeds, 


They root uf all, and know not Flow'rs from Weeds. 


As for you, Sparks, that hither come each Day, 
To af your own, and not to mind our Play; 
Rehearſe your uſual Follies to the Pit, 

And with loud Nonſenſe, drown the Stage Wt; 
Talk of your Cloaths, your laſt Debauches tell, 
And witty Bargains to each other fell; 

Glout on the filly She, who, far your Sake, 

Can Vanity and Noiſe for * miſtale; 
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Till the Coquette ſung in the next Lampoon 
I by her jealous Friends ſent out of Town. 
For, in this duelling, intriguing Age, 
The Love you make is like the War you wage, 
Tere flill prevented e er you come t'ingage. 

But lis not to ſuch trifling Foes as you, 

The mighty Alexander deigns to ſue; 

Y: Perſians of the Pit he does deſpiſe, 

But ta the Men of Senſe for Aid he flies; 

On their experienc'd Arms he now depends, | 
N:r fears he Odds, if they but prove his Friend: : 
For as he once a little Handful choſe, 

The numercus Armies of the World topp'/e, 

So back'd by you, who underfland the Rules, 

He hopes to rout the mighty Hoſt of Fools. 


W T dee tete 
EPILOGUE. 


JI HATE'ER they mean, yet ought they to be curſt, 
Who this cenſorious Age did poliſh firſt : 

Who the beft Play, for one poor Error blame, 

DMs Priefts againſt our Ladies Arts declaim, 
And for one Patch both Scul and Body damn. 
But what does more provoke the Actors Rage, 
Fer wwe muſt ſhow the Grievance of the Stage) 
It, that our Women which adorn each Play, 
Bred at our Coft, become at length your Prey: 
While green and four, like Trees wwe Bear them all, 
But when they're mellow, ffrait to you they fall: 
You watch em bare and ſquab, and let em reſt, 
But xwith the firſt young Down you ſnatch the Neft. 
Pray leave thoſe poaching Tricks, if you are wiſe, 
E'er aue take cut our Letters of Reprize, 
For cue bame vi d to find a Sort of Toys 
Known to black Fryars, a Tribe of chopping Boys ; 
If once they come, they'll quickly ſpeil your Sport; 

| There's noi one Lady will receive your Ccurt ; 
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But the Youth in Petticoats run wild, 

With Oh the archeſt Wag, the feweeteſt Child. 

The panting Breaſt, white Hands, and Lilly Feet 

No more ſhall your pall d Thoughts with Pleaſure meer, 
The Woman in Boys Clothes, all Boy ſhall be, 

And never raiſe your Thoughts above the Knee. 

Well, if our Women knew how falſe you are, 

They wou'd flay here, and this new Trouble ſpare . 
Poor Souls ! they think all Goſpel you relate, 

Charm d with the Neiſe of ſettling an Eſtate : 

But cuben at laſt your Appetites are full, 

And the tir d Cupid grows, with Action, dull; 

Yau'll find ſome Tricks to cut off the Entail, 

And ſend em back to us all worn and flale. 

Perhaps they'll find our Stage, while they have rang d 
To ſome vile canting Conventicle, chang d. 

Where, for the Sparks wha once reſorted there, 

With their curl'd Wigs that ſcented all the Air, 
They'll fee grave Blickheads with ſhort greaſy Hair. 
Green- Aprons, Steeple- Hats, and Collar Bands ; 

Dull fniv'ling Rogues, that ring, not clap their Hands; 
Where, for gay Punks that dreau the ſhining Crowd, 
And Miſſes that in Vizards laugh'd aloud, 

They'll hear young Si/*ers ſigh, fee Matrons old, 

To their chop d Cheeks their pickl'd Kirchers hold, 
Whoſe Zeal too might perſuade, in ſpite to you, 

Our Aying Angels to augment their Crew ; 

While Farringdon their Hero firuts about em, 

And ne er a damning Critick dares to flaut em. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
At Drury - Lang, 1764. 


Alexander the Great, 
Cltus, Maſter of the Horſe, 
| Lyſimachus, Prince of the Blood, 
Hepheftion, Alexander's Favourite, 
Caſſander, Son of An- 
tipater, 6 
Polyperchon, Comman - 
der of the Phalanx, | 
Philip, Brother to Caſ- 


tn” 

effalus the Median, 
Perdiccas, 8 | A 
Eumenes, Þ Great Commanders, Mr. Palmer. 
 Meleager, N 5 | 
Ariflander, 3 Soothſayer, Mr. Parſons. 
Sy/gambis, Mother of the Royal Family, Mrs. Bennet. 
Statiru, Daughter of Darius, married 


to Alexander, Mrs. Palmer. 
Rexana, Daughter of Cobortanus, firl „ 
Wife of Alexander, , Mrs. Pritchard. 
Pariſatis, Siſter to Statira, in Love with } _ Es 
Lyſomachus, ; Mrs. Hippiſtey. 
At CovENT- GARDEN. 
Mp EE — Roſs. 
Lyfamacbus r. White. | 
Chtus, © Mr. Sparke: 
lepheſtion r. Dyer. | 
Caſſander, | Mr. Clarke. 
PA perchon, Mr. Tindal. | 
Ariflazder, Mr. Perry. 
Perdiccas, Mr. Gardner. | 
Thefſaits, Mr. Anderſon. | 
Sſigambis, Mrs. Vincent. 
Pariſatic, Miſs Vincent. f 
Stat ira, Mre. Ward, 
Raxana, Mrs. Bazer. | 
Attendaats, Slaves, Dancers, Guar:!s. 6-1 


SCENE, Babylon. 


THE 


RIVAL QUEENS; 
O R, 
ALEXANDER the Grear. 


ACT L 
Enter Hepheſtion, Lyſimachus, fghting; Clytus 
parting them, 


Ch. HAT, are you Madmen! ha 
65 * Put up, I fay—— 
W {XK TR Miſchief's in the Boſom of you 
Nx 0. + 2 11 2 
% I have his Sword. 
NMT Ch. But muſt not have his Life. 
Ly/. Muſt not, old Chus ? | 
Cly. Mad Lyfimachus, you muſt not. 
Heph. Coward Fleſh! O feeble Arm! 
He dallied with my Point, and when I thruft, 
He frown'd and ſmil'd, and foil'd me like a Fencer. 
O Reverend Clytus ; Father of the War; 
Moſt famous Guard of Alexander's Life, 
Take Pity on my Youth, and lend a Sword : 
Lyfimachus is brave, and wil but ſcorn me; 
Kill me, or let me fight with him again. = 
L;/. There, take thy Sword, and fince thou art reſolv'd 
For Death, thou haſt the nobleſt from my Hand. 
Cly. Stay thee, Ly/imachus ; Hepbeſtion, hold; 
bar you both, my Body interpos'd. 
Now let me fee which of you dares to ſtrike, 
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By Jove, ye've ſtir d the old Man; that raſh Arm 
That firſt advances, moves againſt the Gods, 
— the Wrath of Chtas, and the Will 

Of our great King, whoſe Deputy I ſtand. 

Ly. Well, I ſhall take another Time. 

Heph. And I. 

Ch. Tis falſe. | 
Another Time ! what Time ? What fooliſh Hour ? 
No Time ſhall ſee a brave Man do amiſs. . 
And what's the noble Cauſe that makes this Madneſs ? 
What big Ambition blows this dangerous Fire ? 

A Cupid's Puff, is it not, Woman's Breath ? 

By all your Triumphs in the Heat of Youth, 
When Towns were ſack'd, and Beauties proſtrate lay, 
When my Blood boil'd, and Nature work'd me high, 
Ch:us ne er bow'd his Body to ſuch Shame; 
The Brave will ſcorn the Cobweb Arts—The Souls 
Of all that whining, ſmiling, coz'ning Sex, 

| Weigh not one Thought of any Man of War. 

LV. I confeſs our Vengeance was ill-tim'd. 

Ch. Death! I had rather this Right-arm were loſt, 
To which I owe my Glory, than our King 
Should know your Fault—what, on this famous Day? 

Heph. I was to blame. 

Cay. This memorable Day, 

When our hot Maſter, that would tire the World, 
Outride the lab'ring Sun, and tread the Stars, 
When he inclin'd to reſt, comes peaceful on, 
Lift'ning to Songs: While all his Trumpets ſleep, 
And plays with Monarchs whom he us'd to drive ; 
Shall we begin Diſorders, make new Broils ? 
We, that have 'Iemper learnt, ſhall we awake 
Huſh'd Mars, the Lion, that had left to roar ? 
Ly/. Tis true, old Chrus is an Oracle. 
Put up, Hepheftion—Did not Paſſion blind 
My Reaſon, I on ſuch Occaſion too, 
Could thus have + ba 

Heph. Why is it then we love? 

Cuy. Becauſe unmann'd. | 
Why is not Alexander grown Example? 
O that a Face ſhou'd thus bewitch a Soul, 

And ruin all that's right and reaſonable ! 
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Talk be my Bane, yet the old Man muſt talk; 
Not ſo he lov'd when he at u fouzht, 
And join'd in mighty Duel great Daria; | 
Whom from his Chariot, flaming all with Gems, 
He hurl'd to Earth, and cruſh'd th' Imperial Crown ; 
Nor cou'd the Gods defend their Images, 
"Twas not the Shaft of Love that did the Feat; 
Cupid had nothing there to do, but now 
Two Wives he takes, two Rival Queens diſturb 
The Court; and while each Hand does Beauty hold, 
Where is there Room for Glory ? e 
Heph. In his Heart. 
Cay. Well ſaid, 
You are his Favourite, and I had 
Who I was talking to. See Sy/igambrs comes 
Reading a Letter to your Princeſs; go, 
Now make your Claim, while I attend the Kin 
Enter Syſigambis, Pariſatis. 
Par. Did not you love my Father? Ves, I ſee 
You did, his very Name but mention'd, brings 
The Tears, howe'er unwilling, to your Eyes. 
I lov'd him too, he would not thus have forc'd 
My trembling Heart, which your Commands may break, 
But never bend. . | 
Syſ. Forbear thy loſt Complaints, 
Urge not a Suit which I can never 
Behold the Royal Signet of the King, 
Therefore reſolve to be Hepheſtion's Wife. | 
Par. No, fince Lyſimachus has won my Heart, 
My Body ſhall be Aſhes, ere another's. 
Sy/. For ſixty rolling Years, who ever ſtood 
The Shock of State ſo unconcern'd as I? 
This whom | thought to govern being young, 
Heav'n as a Plague to Powers has render'd 83 
judge my Diſtreſſes, and my Temper prize; 
Who. tho” unfortunate, wou'd ſtill be wiſe. 

Ly To let you know that Miſery doth ſway [ Both 
An huwbler Fate than yours, ſee at your Feet [4ree/. 
The loſt Lyfmachus: O mighty Queen, 

I have but this to beg, impartial ſtand ; 
And ſince Hepheftion ſerves by your Permiſſion, 


g. [Exit, 


Diſdain 
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Diſdain not me, who aſk your Royal Leave 
To caſt a throbbing Heart before her Feet. 

Heph. A Blefling like Poſſeſſion of the A 
No Services, not Crowns, nor all the Blood 
That circles in our Bodies can deſerve: 
Therefore I take all Helps, much more the King's 
And what your Majeſty vouchſaf d to give, 
Your Word is paſt, where all my Hopes muſt hang. 
 Ly/. There periſh too—all Words want Senſe in Love; 
But Love and I bring ſuch a perfect Paſſion, 
So nobly pure, tis worthy of her Eyes, 
Which without bluſhing ſhe may juſtly prize. 


Heph. Such Arrogance ſhould Alexander woo, : 


Wou'd loſe him all the Conqueſts he has won. 

Let not a Conqueſt once be nam'd by you, 
Who this Diſpute mult to my Mercy owe. 

Sy. Riſe brave Lyſimackus, Hepheſtion riſe : 
"Tis true, Hepheſtion firſt declared his Love; 
And 'tis as true, I promis'd him my Aid. 
Your glorious King turn'd mighty Advocate : 
How noble therefore were the Victory, 

If we cou'd vanquiſh this diſorder'd Love ? 
. *Twill never be. 
Ly/. No, I will yet love on, 
And hear from Alexander 3 Mouth, in what 
etiam merits more than I. 
Sy. I grieve, 
And fear the Boldneſs which your Lowe inſpires ; 
But leſt her Sight ſhould haſte your Enterprize, 
"Tis juſt I take the Object from your Eyes. 
[Exeunt. Syſ. Par. 
L. She's gone, and ſee the Day, as if her Look 
Had kindled it, is loſt, now ſhe is vaniſh d. 
Heph. A ſudden Gloomineſs and Horror comes 
About me. 
Iyſ. Let's away to meet the King : 
You know my Suit. 

Hepb. Yonder Caſſander comes; 
He may inform us. 

Ly/. No, I wou'd avoid him; 
There's ſomething in that buſy Face of his, 
That ſhocks my Nature. 
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Heph. Where, and what you pleaſe. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Caſſander. 

Cafſ. The Morning riſes black, the low'ring Sun, 
As if the dreadful Bus' neſs he foreknew, 
Drives heavily his ſable Chariot on: 
The Face of Day now bluſhes ſcarlet deep, 
As if it fear'd the Stroke which I intend, 
Like that of Jupiter Lightning and Thunder! 
The Lords above are angry, and talk big, 
Or rather walk the mighty Cirque like Mourners, 
Clad in long Clouds, the Robes of thickeſt Night, 
And ſeem to groan for Alexander's Fall ; 
Tis as Caf/ander's Soul could with it were, 

Which whenſoe er it flies at lofty Miſchief, 52 
Wou d ſtartle Fate, and make all Heav'n concern d. 
A mad Cbald an in the Dead of Night 

Came to my Bed-ſide with a flaming Torch; 

And bellowing o'er me like a Spirit damn'd, 
He cry'd, Well had it been for Babylon, 
If curs'd Cafſander never had been born. 
Enter Theſſalus, Philip, with Letters. 
Thefſ. My Lord Cafſander. | | 
Cas. Ha! who's there? 
Phil. Your Friends. | 
_ Caf. Welcome dear Thefſa/us and Brother Philip. 
Papers—with what Contents ? 
4 Phil, From Macedon. | 
truſty Slave arriv'd great Antifater 
Writes that your Mother labour'd with you long, 
Your Birth was ſlow, and ſlow is all your Life. 
Cafſ. He writes, diſpatch the King—Craterus comes, 
Who in my Room mult govern Macedon ; 
Let him not live a Day——he dies To-night ; 
And thus my Father but foreſtals my Purpoſe ; 
Why am I flowthen? If I rode on Thunder, 
I muſt a Moment have to fall from Heaven, 
a oy _ blaſt the Growth of this — 
. The hty Polyperchon comes this Way, 
A Male- 3 wrought, 
That for a flight Aﬀeront, at Saſa giv'n, ; 
Bears Alexander moſt pernicious Hate. = 
Cafſ. So when I mock d the Perfiaxs that ador'd . 
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He ſtruck me in the Face, and by the Hair 3 
He ſwung me to his Guards to be chaſtis'd ; M* 
For which, and for my Father's weighty Cauſe, 5 
. When I abandon'd what I have reſolv d, It 
May I again be beaten like a Slave. Ar 
But lo, where Po/yperchon comes; now fire him By 
With ſuch Complaints, that he may ſhoot to Ruin. Ble 
Enter Poly perchon. W 
Pol. Sure I have found thoſe Friends dare ſecond me. Pt 
I hear freſh Murmurs as I paſs along : | IE 
Yet rather than put up, [I'll do't alone. H 
Did not Pauſamas, a Youth, a Stripling, A 
A beardleſs Boy, ſwell'd with inglorious Wrong, 
For a leſs Cauſe his Father Philip kill ? I 
Peace then, full Heart! move like a Cloud about, V 
And when Time ripegs thee to break, O ſhed 
The Stock of all thy Poiſon on his Head. I» 
Casi. All Nations bow their Heads with Homage down, T 
And kiſs the Feet of this exalted Man: * 
The Name, the Shout, the Blaſt from every Mouth, 1 
Is Alexander ; Alexander burſts 0 
Vour Cheeks, and with a Crack ſo loud, Y 
It drowns the Voice of Heaven ; like Dogs ye fawn, 1 
The Earth's Commanders fawn, and follow him; \ 
Mankind ſtarts up to hear his Blaſphemy : 1 


And if this Hunter of this barbarous World 
But wind himſelf a God, you echo him 

With univerſal Cry. ; 

__ Pal. I echo him? | : 
I fawn, or fall like a far Eaſtern Slave, 3 
And lick his Feet? Boys hoot me from the Palace, | 

To haunt ſome Cloiſter with my ſenſeleſs Walk, 

When thus the noble Soul of Polyperchon 
Lets go the Aim of all his Actions, Honour. 
Te. The King ſhall ſlay me, cut me up alive, 
Ply me with Fire and Scourges, rack me worſe 
Than once he did Philotas, ere I bow. ; 
Caſſ. Curſe on thy Tongue for mentioning Philotas : 

I had rather thou had'ſt Ari ander been: 
And to my Soul's Confuſion rais'd up Hell, 
With all the Furies brooding upon Horrors, 
Than brought Phi/ozas' Murder to 


Phil. 
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| P31]. I ſaw him rack d; a Sight ſo diſmal ſad 
My Eyes did ne'er behold. 
Caf. So diſmal ! Peace, 

It is unutterable ; let me ftand, 

And think upon the Tragedy you faw ; 

By Mars it comes, ay, now the Rack's ſet forth, 

Bloody Craterus, his inveterate Foe, 

With pitileſs Hepheſtion ſtanding by: 

Philotas, like an Angel ſeiz'd by Fiends, 

Is ftraight diſrob'd, a Napkin ties his Head, 

His warlike Arms with ſhameful Cords are bound, 

And every Slave can now the Valiant wound. 

Pol. Now, by the Soul of royal Philip fled, 
I dare pronounce young Alexander, who 
Wou'd be a God, is cruel as a Devil. 

Ca. Oh, Polyperchon, Philip, Theſſalus, 

Did not your Eyes rain Blood, your Spirits burſt, 

To ſee your noble Fellow-Soldier burn, 

Yet without trembling, or a Tear, endure 

The Torments of the Dama'd ? O Barbarians, 

Cou'd you ſtand by, and yet refuſe to ſuffer ? 

Ye ſaw him bruis'd, torn, to the Bones made bare; 

His Veins wide lanc'd, and the poor quivering Fleſh 

With Pincers from his manly Boſom ript, 

Till ye diſcover'd the great Heart lie panting. 

Pol. Why kill'd we not the King, to fave Philotas ? 
Cafſ. Aſſes! Fools! but Aſſes will bray, and Fools be 

Why ſtood ye then like Statues? there's the Caſe, (angry. 

'The Horror of the Sight had turn'd ye Marble. 

So the pale Trejans from their weeping Walls 

Saw the dear Body of the godlike Hector, Ty 

Bloody and ſoil'd, dragg'd on the famous Ground, 

Yet ſenſeleſs ſtood, nor with drawn Weapons ran, 

To ſave the great Remains of that prodigious Man. 
Phil. Wretched Philotas ! bloody Alexander! 
T heſſ. Soon after him the great Parmenio fell, 

Stabb'd in his Orchard by the Tyrant's Doom. 

But where's the need to mention publick Loſs, 

When each receives particular Diſgrace ? 

Pol. Late I remember to a Banquet call'd, 
After Alcides” Goblet ſwift had gone | 
The giddy Round, and Wine had made me bold, 
Stirring 
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Stirring the Spirits up to talk with Kings, 
I faw — 2 Hepheſtion enter > 
In Perſian Robes; to Alexander's Health 
They largely drank ; then turning Eaſtward fell 
Flat on the Pavement, and ador'd the Sun. 
Straight to the King they ſacred Reverence gave 
With ſolemn Words, O Son of thund'ring Fowe, 
Young Ammon, live for ever; then kiſs'd the Ground; 
IT laugh'd aloud, and ſcoffing, aſk'd em why | 
They kiſs'd no harder ?—but the King leapt up, 
And ſpurn'd me to the Earth, with this Reply : 
Do thou—whilt with his Foot he preſt my Neck, 
Till from my Ears, my Noſe, and Mouth, the Blood 
Guſh'd forth, and I lay foaming on the Earth, 
For which I wiſh this Dagger in his Heart. 
Caf}. There ſpoke the Spirit of Cali/thenes ; 
Remember he's a Man, his Fleſh as ſoft 
And penetrable as a Girl's: We have ſeen him wounded, 
A Stone has ſtruck him, yet no Thunderbolt: 
A Pebble fell'd this Jupiter along: 
A Sword has cut him, a Javelin pierc'd him, 
Water will drown him, Fire burn him, | 
A Surfeit, nay, a Fit of common Sickneſs, 
Brings this Immortal to the Gate of Death. 
Pol. Why ſhou'd we more delay the glorious Buſineſs ? 
Are your Hearts firm? 
Phil. Hell cannot be more bent 
To any Ruin, than I to the King's. 
T. And I. 
Pol. Behold my Hand; and, if you doubt my Truth, 
Tear up my Breaſt, and lay my Heart upon it. 
Cafſ. Join then, O worthy, hearty noble Hands, 
Fit Inſtruments for ſuch msjeſtick Souls; 
Remember Hermolans, and be huſh'd. 
Pol. Still as the Boſom of the deſart Night; 
As fatal Planets, or deep plotting Friends. 
Cafſ. Ta-day he comes from Babylon to Su/a 
With proud Roxana. an 
Ah! who's that ?——look here. | 
Enter the Ghoſt of King Philip, ſhaking a Truncheon at 
Fs 'em, walks over the Stage. 
Caf. Now by the Gods, or Furies, which I ne er 
| 7 Believ'd. 
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Believ'd, there's one of them arriv'd to ſhake us. 
What art thou? glaring Thing, ſpeak : What, the Spirit 
Of our King Philip, or of Polyphemus ? 

Nay, hurl thy Truncheon, ſecond it with Thunder; 
We will abide——T -eſalus, ſaw you nothing ? 
Theſſ. Yes, and am more amaz'd than you can be. 
Phil. Tis ſaid that many prodigies were ſeen 
This Morn, but none ſo horrible as this. { wide, 
Pol. What can you fear? tho' the Earth yawn'd ſo 
That all the Labours of the Deep were ſeen, 
And Alexander ſtood on th' other Side, 
I'd leap the burning Ditch to give him Death, 
Or fink myſelf for ever : Pray to the Buſineſs. 
Cafſ. As I was ſaying, this Roxana, whom 
To aggravate my Hate to him, I love, 
Meeting him as he came triumphant from 
The Indies, y_ him revelling at Sz/a ; 
But, as I found, a deep Repentance ſince 
Turns his AﬀeCtions to the Queen Statira, 
To whom he ſwore (before he cou'd eſpouſe her) 
That he wou'd never bed Roxana more. 
Pol. How did the Perfian Queen receive the News 
Of his Revolt? 
PA. beſſ. 2 Grief r 
Great Sy/gambis wept, but the young Queen 
Fell dead | ved — Maids; 
Nor cou'd their Care, | 
With richeſt Cordials, for an Hour or more, 
Recover Life. | 
Ca. ing how much ſhe lov'd, 
I hop'd to turn her all into Medea ; 
For when the firſt Guſt of her Grief was paſt, 
I enter'd, and with Breath prepar'd, did blow 
The dying Sparks into a tow'ring Flame, 
Deſcribing the new Love he bears Roxana, 
Conceiving, not unlikely, that the Line 
Of dead Darius in her Cauſe might riſe. 
Is any Panther's, Lioneſs's Rage 
So furious, any Torrent's Fall fo ſwift, | 
/ $3 a wrong d Woman's Hate? Thus far it helps 
To give him Troubles; which perhaps may end ham, 
And ſet the Court in univerſal Uproar. FI 
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But ſee, it ripens more than I expected, 

'The Scene works up, kill him, or kill thyſelf ; 
So there be Miſchief any Way, 'tis well ; 
Now change the Vizor, every one diſperſe, 


And with a Face of Friendſhip meet the King. [ Excunt. 


Enter Syſigambis, Statira, Pariſatis, Attendants. 


Stat. Give me a Knife, a Draught of Poiſon, F lames ; 5 


Swell Heart, break, break, thou ſtubborn Thing ; 
Now, by the ſacred Fire, I'll not be held; 
Why do ye wiſh me Life, yet ſtifle me 
For Want of Air? Pray give me Leave to walk. 
Sy/. Is there no Reverence to my Perſon due? 
Darius wou'd have heard me: Truſt not Rumour. 
Stat. No, he hates, 
He loathes the Beauties which he has enjoy'd. 
O, he is falſe, that great, that glorious Man, 
1s Tyrant midſt of his triumphant Spoils, 
Is bravely falſe, to all the Gods foriworn : 
Yet who wou'd think it ? No, it cannot be, 
It cannot—What, that dear proteſting Man 
He that has warm'd my Feet with thouſand Sighs, 
Then cooPd 'em with his Tears, dy'd on my Knee, 
_ Outwept the Morning with his dewy Eyes, 
And groan'd, and ſwore the wand'ring Stars away. 
Sy/. No, 'tis impoſſible, believe thy Mother, 
That knows him well. 
Stat. Away, and let me die: 
O, 'tis my Fondneſs, and my eaſy Nature 
That would excuſe him ; — I know he's falſe. 


"Tis now the common Talk, the News of the World; 


Falſe to Statira, falſe to her that lov'd him; 

That lov'd him, cruel Victor as he was, 

And took him, bath'd all o'er in Perfian Blood; 

Kiſs'd the dear cruel Wounds, and waſt'd em o'er 

And o'er in Tears—then bound em with my Hair, 

Laid him all Night upon my panting Boſom, 

Lull'd like a Child, and huſh'd him with my Songs. 
Par. If this be true, ah, who will ever truſt 

A Man again ? 

Stat. A Man! a Man! my Pariſatis; 

Thus wich thy Hand held up, thus let me few thee, 

By the eternal Body of the Sun, 
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Whoſe Body, O forgive the Blaſphemy, 

1 loved not half ſo well as the leaſt Part 

Of my dear, precious, faithleſs Alexander: 

For I will tell thee, and to warn thee of him, 
Not the Spring's Mouth, nor Breath of Jeſſamin, 
Nor Violets Infant Sweets, nor opening Buds, 
Are half ſo ſweet as Alexander's Breaft ; 

From every Pore of him a Perfume falls, 

He kiſſes ſofter than a Southern Wind, 3 
Curls like a Vine, and touches like a God. [ceaſe ? 

Sy/. When will thy Spirits reft, theſe Tranſports 

Stat. Will you not give me Leave to warn my Siſter ? 
As I was ſaying—but I told his Sweetneſs; 

Then he will talk, good Gods, how he will talk ! 
Even when the Joy he ſigh'd for is poſleſs'd, 

He ſpeaks the kindeſt Words, and looks ſuch Things, 
Vows with ſo much Paſſion, ſwears with ſo much Grace, 
That 'tis a Kind of Heav'n to be deluded by him. 

Par. But what was it that you would have me ſwear ? 

Stat. Alas, I had - Let me walk by, 
And weep a while, and I ſhall ſoon remember. 

S/. Have Patience, Child, and give her Liberty 
Paſſions, like Seas, will have their Ebbs and Flows: 
Yet while I ſee her thus, not all the Loſſes 
We have receiv'd fince Alexander's Conqueſt, 
Can touch my harden'd Soul, her Sorrow reigns 
Too fully there. 9 

Par. But what if ſhe ſhould kill herſelf? 

Stat. Roxana then enjoys my perjur d Love: 
Roxana cl aſps my Monarch in her Arms; 
Dotes on my Conqueror, my dear Lord, my King; 
Devours his Lips, eats him with hungry Kiffes : 
She graſps him all, ſhe, the curs'd happy ſhe. 
By Heav'n I cannot bear it, tis too much; 
Fl die, or rid me of the burning Torture. 
I will have Remedy, I will, I will, 
Or go diſtrafted ; Madneſs may throw off 
The mighty Load, and drown the flaming Paſſion. 
Madam, draw near, with all that are in Preſence, 
And liſten to the Vow which here I make. 
Sy/. Take Heed, my dear Statira, and confider, 
What defperate Love enforces you to ſwear. 
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Stat. Pardon me, for I have conſider'd well; 
And here I bid adieu to all Mankind. 
Farewel ye Caz'ners of the eaſy Sex, 
And thou the greateſt, falſeſt Alexander; | 
Farewel thou moſt Belov'd, thou faithleſs Dear ; 
If I but mention him, the Tears will fall; 
Sure there is not a Letter in his Name, 
But is a Charm to melt a Woman's Eyes. 
Sy. Clear up thy Griefs; thy King, thy Alexander, 
Comes on to | 
Stat. Why, let him come, | 
oy of all Eyes but the forlorn Szatira's. 
Sy. Wilt thou not ſee him? 
Stat. By Heaven I never will; 
This is my Vow, my ſacred Reſolution ; IXa. 
And when I break it EIT 
Sy. Ah! do not ruin all. 
Sar. May I again be flatter d and deluded ; 
May ſudden Death and horrid come, inſtead 
Of what I wiſh'd, and take me unprepar'd. | 
Sy, Still kneel, and with the ſame Breath call again 
woful I ion thou haſt made. 
Stat. No, I will publiſh it thro? all the Court, 
Then in the Bowers of great Semiram:s 
For ever lock my Woes from human View. 
Sy. Yet be 
Stat. Never urge me more ; | 
Left, driv'n to Rage, I ſhould my Life abhor, 
And in your Preſence put an End to all 
The fait Calamities that round me fall. 

Par. O angry Heav'n, what have the Guiltleſs done ? 
And where ſhall wretched Pariſatis run? | 
S/. Captives in War, our Bodies we reſigu d; 

But now made free, Love does our Spirits bind. 
Stat. When to my purpos'd Loneneſs I retire, 
Your Sight I thro' the Grates ſhall oft defire, 
And after Alexander's Health enquire. 

And if this Paſſion cannot be remov'd, 

Aſt how my Reſolution he approv'd, 

How much he loves, how much he is belov'd ? J 
Then when I hear that all Things pleaſe him well, 
Thank the good Gods, and hide me in my Cell. N 
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ACT u. SCENE I. 
Noſe of Trumpets ſaunding far off. 


The SCENE draws, and diſcovers a Battle of 
Crows and Ravens in the Air; an Eagle and a 
Dragon meet and fight; the Eagle drops down, with 
all the reſt of the Birds, and the Dragon flies away. 
Soldiers walk off, ſhaking their Heads, The Con- 
ſpirators come forward. 


E comes, the fatal Glory of the 
World, | | 


13 The headlong Alexander, with a 
* * Guard 
Of thronging Crowds, comes on to 

Babylon, 


Tho' warn'd, in Spite of all the Powers above, 
Who by theſe Prodigies foretel his Ruin. 
Pol. Why all this Noiſe becauſe a King muſt die? 
Or does Heav'n fear becauſe he ſway'd the Earth, 
His Ghoſt will war with the high Thunderer ? 
Curſe on the babbling Fates, that cannot ſee 
A great Man tumble, but they mult be talking. 

J. The Spirit of King Philip, in thoſe Arms 
We ſaw him wear, paſs'd groaning thro” the Court, 
His dreadful Eye-balls roll'd their Horror upward: ; 
He wav'd his Arms, and ſhook his wond'rous Head. 
I've heard that at the Crowing of the Cock 
Lions will roar, and Goblins ſteal away ; 

But this majeftic Air ſtalks ſtedfaſt on, 
Spite of the Morn that calls him from the Eaſt, 
Nor minds the op'ning of the [v'ry Door. 
Phil. Tis certain, there was never Day like this. 
Caf. Late as J mufing walk'd bebind the Palace, 
I met a monſtrous Child, that with his Hands 
Held to his Face, which ſeem'd all over Eyes, 
A Silver Bowl, and wept it - of Blood: 


Ba; 
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But having ſpy'd me, like a Cockatrice, 
He glar'd awhile ; then with a Shriek ſo ſhrill 
As all the Winds had whiſtled from his Mouth, 
He daſh'd me with the Gore he held, and vaniſh'd. 
Pol. That which befel me, tho' twas horrid, yet 
When f conſider, it appears ridiculous: 
For as I paſs'd thro' a bo vacant Place, 
J met two Women, very old and ugly, (Breaſts, 
That wrung their Hands, and howl'd, and beat their 
And cry'd out, Poiſon : When I aſk'd the Cauſe, 
They took me by the Ears, and with ſtrange Force 
Held me to the Earth, then laugh'd and dilappear'd. 
Cafſ. O how [| love Deſtruction with a Method 
Which none diſcern, but thoſe that weave the Plot. 
Thel. The Face of all the Court is ſtrangely alter'd: 
There's not a Perſian I can meet, but ſtares 
As if he were diſtracted. Oxyartes, 
Statira's Uncle, openly declaim'd 
Againſt the Perjury of Aexancer. 
Phil. Others, more fearful, are remov'd to Cruſe, 
Dreading Roxana's Rage, who comes i th Rear 
To Babylon. 
Caſſ. It glads my riſing Soul 
That we ſhall ſee him rack'd before he dies: 
I know he loves Stutira more than Life, 
But when he hears the Oaths which ſhe has ta'en, 
Her laſt adieu made publick to the World, 
Her vow'd Divorce, how will Remorſ: coniume him; 
Prey, like the Bird ct Hell, upon his Liver ? 
Pal. To balk his Longing, and delude his Luſt, 
Is more than Death; tis Earneſt for Damnation. 
Cafſ. Then comes R:xana, who mult help our Party; 
J know her jealous, bloody, and ambitious. 
Sure 'twas the Likeneſs of her Heart to mine, 
And Sympathy of Natures caus'd me love her: 
Tis fix d, I muſt enjoy her, and ro Way 
So proper as to make her guilty firſt. 
Pl. Fo ſee two Rival Queens of different Humours, 
With a Variety of Torments vex him 
Enter Lyſimachus, Hepheſtion. 
Ca. Of that anon: But ſee Lyfmachus, 
And the young Favourite. Sort, ſort yourſelves, 4 
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And like to other mercenary Souls | 
Adore this mortal God that ſoon muſt bleed. | 
Ly/. Here I will wait the King's Approach, and ſtand 
His utmoſt Anger, if he do me Wrong. 
Heph. That cannot be, from Power ſo abſolute 
And high as his. 
Ly/. Well, you and I have done. | 
Pol. How the Court thickens! [Trumpets found, 
Caſ. Nothing to what it will—Does he not come 
To hear a thouſand thouſand Embaſſies, 
Which from all Parts to Babylon are brought; 
As if the Parliament of the World 
Had met, and he came on a God to give 
The infinite Aſſembly glorious Audience. 
Enter Clytus, Ariſtander, in his Robes, with a Wand. 
Ariſt. Haſte, reverend Cly:zs, haſte, and ſtop the King. 
C y. He is already enter'd : Then the Pre 
Of Princes that attend ſo thick about him 
keep all, that would approach, at certain Diſtance. 
Ariſt. ow he were bem'd with Deities, I'd ſp-ak to 
him, 
And turn him back from this Highway to Death. 
Ch. Here place yourſelf within this Trumpert's dound: 
But fee the Maſter of the World appears. 
Enter Alexander; all knee! but Cly us. 
Heph. O Son of Jupiter, live for ever. | 
Alex. Riſe all; and thou, my ſecond ſelf, my I ove, 
O my Hepbeſtion, raiſe thee from the Earth 
Up to my Breaſt, and hide thee in my Heart. 
Art thou grown cold? Why hang thine Arms at Diſ- 


Hug me, or by Heav'n thou lov'it me nor. ſtance ? 
Heph. Not love, my Lord! break not the Heart you 
And moulded up to ſuch an Excellence ! (fram'd, 


Then ſtampt on it your own immortal Image. 
Not love the King! Such is not Woman's Love; 
So fond a Friendthip, ſuch a ſacred Flame, | 
As I muſt doubt to find in Ereaſts above. [. Vars, 

Alex. Thou doſt, thou lov'ſt me. Crown of all my 
Thou dearer to me than my Groves of Laurel: | 
] know thou lov'it thy Alexander more 
Than C!ytus does the King. No Tears, H-ph:/7:o::; 
I read thy Paſſion in thy manly Eyes, 

| B 2 And 
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Ard glory in thoſe Planets of my Life, 
Above the rival Lights that ſhine in Heaven. 
Lyſ. I ſee that Death muſt wait me, yet I'll on. 
Alex. I'll tell thee, Friend, and mark it, all ye Princes, 
Tho' never mortal Man arriv'd to ſuch 
A Height as I; yet I would forfeit all, 
Caſt all my Purples, and my conquer'd Crowns, 
And die, to ſave this Darling of my Soul. 
Give me thy Hand, ſhare all my Sceptres while 
I live, and when my Hourof Fate is come, 
J leave thee, what thou merit'ſt more than I, the World. 
II/ Dread Sir, Icaſt me at your Royal Feet. 
Alex. What! my Lyfimachas, whoſe Veins are rich 
With our illuſtrious Blood? My Kinſman, rite : 
Is not that Cirtrs ? 
Cy. Your old faithful Soldier. ; 
Alex. Come to my Hands, thus double arm the King: 
And now methinks 1 land like the dread Gd, 
Who while his Prieſts and I quaff d ſacred Blood, 
Acknowledg'd me his Son. My Lightning thou; 
And thou, my mighty Thunder have ſeen | 
Thy glittering Sword out-tly celeſtial Fire: 
And when I cry'd, be gone and execute, 
I've ſeen him run ſwifter than ſtarting Hinds, 
Nor bent the tender Graſs beneath his Feet; 
Swifter than Shadows fleeting o'er the F ields; ; 
Nay, even the Winds, withall their Stock of Wings, 
Have puff d behind, as wanting Breath to reach him, 
Lyſ. But if your Majeſty 
Cly. Who would not loſe 
The laſt dear Drop of Blocd for ſuch a King ? 
Alex. Witreſs, my elder Brothers of the ky, 
How much I love a voldier O my Ch tus, 
Was it not when we paſs d the Grazic us, 
Thou did'ſt preſerve me from unequal Force? 
It was then when Spithridates and R/«/aces 
Fell both upon me with two dreadtul Strokes, 
And clove my temper'd Helmet quite in ſunder, 
Then, I mamas then thou didſt me Service; 
I thirk my Thunder ſplit chem to the Navel. 
Cy. To your great felf you owe that Victory, 
And ſure your Arms did ne ver gain a nobler. 
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Alex. By Heav'n, they never did, for well thou know, 
And I am prouder to have paſs'd that tam, 
Than that I drove a Million o'er the lain: 
Can none remember? Yes, I ko all muſt, 
When Glory, like the dazzling Eagle. food 
Perch'd on my Bever in the Gra»/ch load ; 
When Fortune's felf my Standard trembling bore, 
And the pale Fates ſtood frighted on the Shore, 
When the Immortals on the Billows rode, 
And [ myſelf appear'd the leading (0d. 
Ariſt. But all the Honours Which your Youth has vo; 
Are Joit, unleſs you fly from BH | 
Halte with your Chiefs, to S/ take your Way, 
Fly for your Life, deſtructive is your viay. 
This Morning having view'd the angry Sky. 
And mark'd the Prodigies that threaten'd high, 
To our bright God I did for Succour fly. 
But oh | 
Alen. What Fears thy reverend Boſom fluke * 
Or doit thou from ſome Dream of Horror wan : 
if fo, come graſp me with thy ſhaking Hand, 
Or fall behind, while I the Danger ſtand. 
Ariſt. To Oroſmades' Cave I did repair, 
Where J aton'd the dreadfal God with Prayer: 
But as I pray'd, | heard long Groans within, 
And Shrieks, as of the Dainn'd that howl for Sin: 
T knew the Omen, and I tear'd to tay, 
But proſtrate on the trembling Pavement lay 
When he bodes Happiness, he anſwers mild; 
"F'was ſo of old, and the grea: Image ſmil'd; 
But now in abrupt Thunder he reply'd, 
Loud as ren: Rocks, or roaring Seas, he cry'd, 
All Empires, Crowns, Glory of Baby/on, | 
Whoſe Head ſtands wrapt in Clouds, mult tumble down. 
Aer. If Babylon muſt fall what is't to me? 
Or can I help immutable Decree? 
Down then, vait Frame, with all thy lofty Towers, 
Since 'tis ſo order'd by Almighty Powers: 
Preſs'd by the Fates, unlooſe your golden Bars, 
Tis great to fall the Envy of the Stars. 
Enter Perdiccas, Meleager. 
Mel. © Horror 
| 5 B 3 Perd. 
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Perd. Dire Portents! 

Alex. Out with 'em then; | | | 
What, are ye Ghoſts, ye empty Shapes of Men ? 
If ſo, the Myſterics of Hell unfold, 

Be all the Scrolls of Deſtiny unroll'd, 
Open the brazen Leaves, and let it come ; 
Point with a Thunder bolt your Monarch's Doom. 

Perd. As Meleager and myſelf in Field, 

Your P:://an Horſe about the Army wheel'd ; 
We heard a Noiſe as of a ruſhing Wind, | 
And a thick Storm the Eye of Day did blind : 
A croaking Noiſe reſounded thro” the Air. 

We lock'd, and ſaw big Ravens battling there; 


Fach Bird of Night appear'd himſelf a Cloud: [Blood. 


They met and fought, and their Wounds rain'd black 

Alc]. All, as for Honour, did their Lives expoſe ; | 
Their Talons claſh'd, and Beaks gave mighty Blows, 
Whilſt dreadful Sounds did our ſcar'd Senſe aſſail, 

As of ſmall Thunder, or huge Scythian Hail. 

Perd. Our Augurs ſhook, when with a horrid Groan, 
We thovy ht that all the Clouds had tumbled down; 
Soldiers and Chiefs, who can the Wonder tell, 

Struck to the Ground, promiſcuouſly fell; | 
While the dark Bird-, each pond'rous as a Shield, 


For fifty Furlongs hid the fatal Field. 


Alx. Be witneſs for me, all ye Powers divine, 
If ye be angry, 'tis no Fault of mine; 
aerctore et Furies face me with a Band 
From ell, my Virtue (hall not make a Stand; 
"Uno ailthe Curtains of the Sky be drav'n, 
Ani the stars Wink, young Amun ſhall go on: 
While cy Szatire thines, I cannot ſtay, 
Love iiits his Torch to light me on my Way, 
And her bright Eyes create another Day. . 
Jr, Fer you remove, be pleas'd, dread Sir, to hear 
A Prince ally'd to you by Blood. | 
Alex. Speak quickly. 
L/ For all that I have done for you in War, 


I bes the Princeſs Pariſatis. 


Alex. Ha ———— 5 
Je not my Word already paſt ? Hepheſtion, 


We 
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We heard of this before—— Ly/imachus, 
I here command you nouriſh no Defign 
To prejudice my Perſon in the Man 
I love, and will prefer to all the World. 
Ly/. I never fail'd to obey your Majeſty, 
Whualit you commanded what was in my Power; 
Nor cou'd Hephefiion fly more ſwift to ſerve, 
When you commanded us to ſtorm a Town, 
Or fetch a Standard from the Enemy : 
But when you charge me not to love the Princeſs, 
I muſt confeſs, I diſobey you, as 
I wou'd the Gods themſelves, ſhould they command. 
Alex. You ſhou'd, brave Sir, hear me, and then be dumb; 
When by my Order curit Caliſtbenes 
Was as a Traitor doom'd to live in Torments, 
Your Pity ſped him in Deſpi:e of me. 
Think not I have forgot your Inſolence; 
No, tho' I pardon d it, yet if again 
Thou dar'ſt to croſs me with another Crime, 
The Bolts of Fury ſhould be doubled on thee : 
In the mean Time, think not of Pariſatis; 
For if thou doſt, by Jupiter Ammon, 
By my own Head, and by King PHilip's Soul, 
I'll not reſpe&t that Biood of mine thou ſhar lt, 
But uſe thee as the vileſt Macedonian. 
Ly/. I doubted not at firſt, but I ſhould meet 
Your Indignation ; yet my Soul's reſolv'd, 
And I ſhall never quit fo brave a Prize, 
While I caa draw a Bow, or lift a Sword. | 
Alex. Againſt my Life! Ah! was it ſo? how now? 
"Tis ſaid that I am raſh, of haſty Humour ; 
But I appeal to the immortal Gods, 
If ever petty poor provincial Lord 
Had Temper like to mine: My Slave, whom I 
Could tread to Clay, dares utter bloody Threats. 
Ch. Contain yourſelf, dread Sir ; the noble Prince, 
J ſee it in his Countenance, would die 
To juſtify his Truth, but Love makes many Faults. 
Ey. I meant his Minion there ſhould feel my Arm; 
Love aſks his Blood, nor ſhall he live to laugh 
At my Deſtruction. 
Alex. Now be thy own Judge, | 
| B 4 I pardon 
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I pardon thee for my old Clztus' Sake; 
But if once more thou mention thy raſh Love, 
Or dar'ſt attempt Hepheſtioa's precious Life, 
11 pour ſuch Storms of Indignation on thee, 
Phy lotus Rack, Caiifthenes Di:grace, 

Shall be Delight to what thou ſhalt endure. 

Euter yfigambis, Pariſatis. 
Heph. My Lord, the Queen comes to congratulate 


Yonr ate Arrival. 
A. than, the beſt of Women, 
Source of my Joy, blett Parent of my Love. 
S/ Fernut me kneel, and give thoſe Adorations 
Which from the Perfian Family are due: 
Have you not rais'd us from our Ruins high? 
And when no Hand could help, nor any Eye 
Behold us with a Tear, your's pitied me; 
You, like a God, ſnatch'd us from Sorrow's Gulph, 
Fix'd us in Thrones above our former State. 
Pur. Which, when a Soul forgets, advanc'd ſo nobly, 
May it be drown'd in deeper Mitery, 
Alx. To meet me thus, was generouſly done ; ; 
But ſtill there wants to crown my Happineſs, 
Life of my Empire, Treaſure of my Soul, 
My dear Statira: O that heaven!y Beam, 
Warmth of my Brain, and Fire of my Hear“; 
Had ſhe but ſhot to ſee me, had ſhe met me, 
By this Time I had been amongſt the Gods, 
It any Extaſy can make a Height, 
Or any Rapture hurl us to the Heavens. 
Ch. Now, who ſhall dare to tell him the Queen's Vow ? 
A'cx. How fares my Love? ha—neither anſwer me! 
Ye raiſe my Wonder, Darkneis overwhelms me; 
If royal Szfcambis does not weep ! 
Trembling and Horror pierce me cold as [ce. 
Is the not well ? what none, none anſwer me ? 
Or is it worſe? Keep down ye riſing Sighs, 
And murmur in the Hollow of my Breaſt; 
Run to my Heart, and gather more ſad Wind; 
7 hat when the Voice of Fate ſhall call you forth, 
Ye may, at one Ruth, from the Seat of Life, 
blow tiie Blood out, and burſt it like a Bladder. 
Hep. I would relate it, but my Courage fails me. 


Alex. 


ALEXANDER the GAIAT. 33 


Alex. If ſhe be dead That if's impoſſible; 
And let none here affirm it for his Soul : 
For he that dares but think ſo damn'd a Lye, 
I'll have his Body ſtraight empal'd before me, 
And glut my Eyes upon his bleeding Entrails. 
Cafſf. How will this Engine of unruly Paſſion 
Roar, when we have ram d him to the Mouth with Poifor ? 
| [Alu. 
Aux. Why ſtand you all, as you were rooted here, 
Like tenſeleſs Trees, while to the ſtupid Grove 
I, like a wounded Lion, groan my Griefe, 
And none will anſwer- What, not my Hepheſtion / 
If thou haſt any Love for Alexander, 
If ever J obliged thee by my Care, 
When my quick Sight has watch'd thee in the Fight; 
Or if to ſee thee bleed I ſent forth Cries, 
And, like a Mother, waſh'd thee with my Tears; 
If this be true, if 1 deferve thy Love, | 
Eaſe me, and tell the Cauſe of my Diſaſter. | 
Hieb Your mourning Queen, (which I had told before 
Had you been calm) has no Diſeaſe but Sorrow, 
Which was occaſion'd firſt by jealous Pangs : 
She heard, (for what can ſcape a watchful Lover!) 
That you at Sz/a, breaking all your Vows, 
Relaps'd, and corquer'd by Roxana's Charms, 
Gave up yourielf devoted to her Arms. 
Alix | know that ſubtile Creature in my Riot, 
My Kk eaſon gone, ieduc'd me to her Bed; 
But when I wak'd I ſhook the Circe off, 
Tho” that Enchanire's held me by the Arm, 
An: wept, and gaz'd with all the Force of Love; 
Nor priev d leſs for that which I had done, 
Than when at Lu, Suit, enrag'd with Wine, 
I fer ine fam'd Perſepalis on ire. 
gh. Your Qveen Statira took it fo to Heart, 
That, in the Agony of Love, ſhe {wore 
Never to ſee yuur Majelly again; 
With dreagt..) Imrrecarions the confirm'd 
Her Oath, and | mich fear that ſhe will keep it 
Alex. Ha! did the ſwear? did that ſweet Crentice 
z not believe it; no, the is all Softneſs, {yea 2 
all melting, mild, and calm as a rock d Infant, : 
| | B 3 Nat 
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Nor can you wake her into Cries : By Heaven, 

She is the Child of Love, and ſhe was born in Smiles. 
Par. | and my weeping Mother heard her ſwear. 
Sy/. And with ſuch Ficrceneſs ſhe did aggravate 

The Foulneſs of your Fault, that I cou'd with 

Your XMajcſty would blot her from your Breaft. 

Alx. Blot her, forget her, hurl her from my Boſom, 
For ever loſe that Star that gilds my Life, 

Guide of my Days, and Goddeſs of my Nights ! 

No, ſhe ſhall ſtay with me in Spite of 'Vows, 

My Soul and Body, both are twiſted With her. 

The God of love empties his golden Quiver, 

Shoots every Grain of her into my Heart ; 

She is all mine, by Heaven, I feel her hee, 

Panting and warm, the dcareſt, O Statira / 

Sy/. Have Patience, Son, and truſt to Heaven and 
If my Authority, or the Remembrance (me. 
Of dead Darius, or ber Mother's Soul 
Can work upon her, ſhe again is yours. 

Alex. O Mother, help me, help your wounded Son, 
And move the Soul of my offended Dear ; 

But fly, haſte, e'er the ſad Proceſſion's made. 

Spend not a Thought in Reply—Be gone, 

If you would have me live—and Pariſatis, | 

Hang thou about her Knees, waſh 'em with Tears: 

Nay haſte, the Breath of Gods, and Eloquence 

Of Angels go along with you—Oh my Heart ! | 

| Excunt Sy ſ. and Par. 

Ly/. Now let your Majeſty, who feels the Torments 
And ſharpeſt Pangs of Love, encourage mine. 

A'ex. Ha | 36 

Cly. Are you a Madman? Is this a Time? 

Ly/. Ves; for I ſee he cannot be unjuſt to me, 

Left ſomething worſe befal bim. 

Aix. Why doit thou tempt me thus to thy Undoing ? 
Death thou ſhouldſt have, were it not courted fo: 

But know. to thy Confuſion, that my Word, 

Like Deſtiny, adn:its not a Keverle ; | 

Therefore in Chains thou ſhalt behold the Nuptials 

Of my #:44h- tien Guards. take him Priſoner. 

Ly/. 1 ſha'l not extily reſign my Sword, 

Till I have dy'd it in my kaval's Blood. 

2 | 15 | Alex. 
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Alex. I charge you, kill him not, take him alive; 

The Dignity of Kings is now concern'd, 
And I will find a Way to tame this Beaſt. 

Ch, Kneel, for I ſee Lightning in his Eyes. 

Ly/. I neither hope nor aſk a Pardon of him ; 
But if he ſhould reilore my Sword, I would 
With a new Violence run againſt my Rival. 

Alex. Sure we at laſt ſhall conquer this fierce Lion : 
Hence from my Sight, and bear him to a Dungeon. 
Perdiccas, give this Lion to a Lion: SER 
None ſpeak for him, fly, ſtop his Mouth, away. 

Cl The King's extremely mov'd. | 

Eum. I dare not ſpeak. ſneſs ; 

Ch. This comes of Live and Women; tis all Mad- 
Yet were [ heated now with Wine, I ſhou'd 
Be preaching to the King for this raſh Fool. 

Alex. Come hither, Clytus, and my dear Hlepbeſficn; 
Lend me your Arms, help, for I'm ſick o'th' ſuuden. 

I fear betwixt Szatira's cruel Love, 
And fond Reoxana's Arts, your King will fall. 

Ch. Better the Perſian Race were all undone. : 

deph. Look up, my Lord, and bend not thus your 


As if you'd leave the Empire of this World, [Head, 


Which you with Toil have won. 

Alex. Wou'd I had not; 
There's no true Joy in ſuch unweildy Fortune. 
Eternal Gazers laſting Troubles make, 
All find my Spots, but few my Brightneſs take. 
Stand off and give me Air —— | | 
Why was I born a Prince, proclaim'd a God? 
Yet have no Liberty to look abroad? . 
Thus Palaces in Proſpect bar the Eye, | 
Which pleas'd and free, would o'er the Cottage *.-, 
O'er flow'ry Lands to the gay diſtant Sky. 
Farewel then Empire and tne Racks of Love; 
By all the Gods, I will to Wilds remove ; 
Stretch d like a Sy/vaz God on Grafs lie down, 
And quite forget that c et | wore a Cc 
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Euler Eumenes, Philip, Theſſalus, Perdiccas, Lyſima- 
chus, Guards. 


Zum NN 25 Arewel, brave Spirit, when you come 
N above, 


5 F * fo gen us .- e ee and the reſt. | 
our great Frien | 
Ott Ly/. 122 to all, 
Fight for the King as 4] have done, and then 
You may be worthy of a Death like mine—Lead on. 
Euter Pariſatis. 
pur. Ah, my L:/imachus, where are you going : ? 
VUhither ? to be devour'd ! O barb'rous Prince! 
Cou d you expoſe your Life to the King's Rage, 
_ b et remember mine was ty'd to yours? 
The Gods preſerve you ever from the Ill 
Thar threaten me: Live, Madam, to enjoy 
A nobier Fortune, and forget this Wretch. 
 n2'er had Worth, nor is it poſſible 
Last all rhe Blood which I all | loſe this Day 
Skhou': merit this rich Srrrow from your Eyes. 
Par. The King I know is bent to thy Deſtruction ; 
Now by Command they forc'd me from his Knees : 
But take this Satisfaction in thy Death, 
No Pewer, Command, my Mother's, Siſter's Tears, 
Shall cauſe me to ſurvire thy cruel Loſs. 
4% Live, Princeſs, live, howe'er the King diſdain me : 
Perntgs, unarm'd and fghting for your Sake, 
T may perſcrm what thall amaze the World, 
And force him yet to give yoü to my Arms. 
Away Purdiccas—— Dear Eumenes, take 


The Princeſs to your Charge. 


[Excunt Perd. Lyſ. Guards. 
Par. Lead me, Fumenes, lead me from the Light, 
Where | may wait till I his Ruin hear, 


Tln free my Soul] :o meet bim! in the Air. 


CExeunt Par. and Eum. 
Phil. 
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Phil. See where the jealous proud Raxana comes. 
A baughty Vengeance gathers up her Brow. | 
Thefſ. Peace, they haverais'd her to their Ends; obſerve. 
| Enter Roxana, Caſlander, Polyperchon. 
Rex. O you have ruin'd me, | ſhall be mad: 
Said you fo paſſionately ; is't potlible ? 
So kind to her. and ſo unkind to me:? 
Caſfſ. More than your utmoſt Fancy can invent. 
Rox. Away, be gone, and give a Whirlwind Room, 
Madneſs but meanly repreſ:nts my Toil. IE 
Roxana and Statira, they are Names 
That muſt for ever jar: Eternal Diſcord, 
Fury, Revenge, Diſdain, and Indignation 
Tear my ſwoll'n Breaſt, make way for Fire and Tempeſt, 
My Brain is burft, Debate and Reaſon quench'd, 
The Storm is up, and my hot bleeding Heart 
Splits with the Rack, while Paſſions like the Winds, 
Riſe up to Heaven, and put out all the Stars. 
What ſaving Hand, or what a mighty Arm 
Can raiſe me finking ? 
Caſfſ. Let your own Arm ſave you, 
Tis in your Power, your Beauty is almighty : 
Let all the Stars go out, your Eyes can light 'em. 
Wake then bright Planer that ſhould rule the World, 
Wake, like the Moon, from your too long Eclipſe, 
And we, with all the Inſtruments of War, 
Trumpets and Drums, will help your glorious Labour. 
Pol. Put us to act, and with a Violence 
That fits the Spirit of a moſt wrong d Woman: 
Let not Medea s dreadful Vengeance ſtand 
A Pattern more, but draw your own ſo fierce, 
It may for ever be original. 
Rox. Yes, we will have Revenge, my Inſtruments ; 
For there is nothing you have ſaid of me, 
But comes far ſhort, wanting of what J am. 
When in my Nonage I at Zogdia liv'd, 
Amongſt my ſhe Companions I would reign ; 
Draw 'em from idleneis, and little Arts 
Of coining Looks, and laying Snares for Lovers ; 
Broke all their Glaſſes, and their Tires tore; 
Taught them, like Amazon, to ride and chaſe 
Wild Beaſts in Deſarts, and to maſter Men. 
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Caf}. Her Looks, her Words, her ev'ry Motion fires me. 
Nox. But when 1 heard of Alexander's Conqueſt, 

How with a Handful he had Millions lain, 5 
Spoil'd all the Eaſt, their Queens his Captives made, 
Vet with that Chaſtity, and god-like Temper 
He ſaw their Beauties, and with Pity bow'd; 
Methought I hung upon my Father's Lips, 

And wilh'd him tell the wondrous Tale again: 
Left all my Sports, the Woman now return'd, 
And Sighs uncall'd wou'd from my Boſom fly; 
And all the Night, as my Aaraſte told me, 

In Slumbers groan'd, and murmur'd Alexander. 

_ Caf. Curſe on the Name, but I will ſoon remove 
That Bar of my Ambition and my Love. 

Rox. At laſt to Zogdia this Triumpher came, 

And cover'd o'er with Laurels forc'd our City : 

At Night I by my Father's Order ſtood, 

With fifty Virgins waiting at a Banquet. 

But Oh, how glad was I to hear his Court, 

To feel the Preſſure of his glowing Hand, 
And taſte the dear, the falſe proteſting Lips? ['em. 

Caſ/. Wormwood and Hemlock henceforth grow about 

Rax. Gods! that a Man ſhould be fo great and baſe! 
What ſaid he not when in the bridal Bed, 

He claſp'd my yielding Body in his Arms : 

When with his fiery Lips devouring mine, 

And moulding with bis Hand my throbbing Breaſt, 

He ſwore the Globe of Heaven and Earth were vile 
To thoſe rich World:; and talk d, and kiſs'd, and lov'd, 
And made me ſhame the Morning with my Bluſkes. 

Cafſ. Yet after this prove falſe! 

Pol. Horrid Perjury ! 

Not to be match'd ! 

Pol. O you muſt find Revenge! 

Rox. And ſhall the Daughter of Darius hold him? 
That puny Girl, that Ape of my Ambition? 
That cry'd for Milk when I was nurs'd in Blood ! 
Shall ſhe, niade up of watry Element, 

A Cloud, ſhall ſhe embrace my proper God, 
While | am caſt like Lightning from his Hand? 
No, I muſt {corn to prey on common Things; 
Tho' hurl'd to Earth by this diſdainful Jove; 
I will 
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J will rebound to my own Orb of Fire, 
And with the Wreck of all the Heav'ns expire. 
Cafſ. Now you appear yourtelf ; 
'Tis noble Anger. | 1 | 
Rex. May the illuſtrious Blood that fills my Womb, 
And ripens to be perfect Godhead born, 
Come forth a Fury; may Bar ſiana s Baſtard 
Tread it to Hell, and rule as Sovereign Lord, 
When J permit Statira to enjoy 
Roxana's Right, and ſtrive not to deſtroy. 
Enter dyſigambis, Statira, in Mourning, 
Caf}. Behold her going to fulfil her Vow; 
Old Sy/fgambis, whom the King engag'd, 
Reſiſts and awes her with Auth» rity. | 
Rox. "Twas raſhly vow'd indeed, and I ſhould pity her. 
Sy/. O my Statira, how has Paſſion chang'd thee ! 
Think if thou drive the King to ſuch Extremes, 
What in his Fury may he not denounce 
Againſt the poor Remains of loſt Darius? 
Stat. I know, I know he will be kind to you, 
And to my mourning Siſter for my Sake; 
And tell him, how with my departing Breath, 
J rail'd not, but ſpoke kindly of his Perſon, 
Nay, wept to think of our divided Loves, 
And ſobbing ſent a laſt Forgiveneſs to him. 
Rox. Grant, Heav'n, ſome Eaſe to this diſtracted 
Wretch ! 
Let her not linger out a Life in Torments, 
Be theſe her laſt Words, and at once diſpatch her, 
Sy/. No, by the everlaſting Fire I ſwear, 
By my Darius' Soul, I never more 
Will dare to look on Alexander's Face, 
If you refuſe to ſee him. 
R:x. Curſe on that cunning Tongue, I fear her now. 
Casi. No, ſhe's reſolv'd. 
Stat. I caſt me at your Feet, 
To burhe 'em with my Tears; or, if you pleaſe, 
T'll let out Life, and waſh 'em with my Blood, 
But ſtill comure you, not to rack my Soul, 
Nor hurry my wild Thoughts to perfect Madneſs. 
Shou d now Darius awful Ghoſt appear, 


40 The RIVAL Qu E ENS; e, 


And my pale Mother ſtand beſeeching by, 
I wou'd perſiſt to Death, aud keep my Vow, 
Rox. She ſhews a certain Bravery of Soul, 
Which I ſhou'd praiſe in any but my Rival. 
S/. Die then, rebellious Wretch, thou art not now 
That ſoft belov'd, nor durſt thou ſhare my Blood. 
Go hide thy Baſeneis in thy lonely Grot, 
Ruin thy Mother, and thy Royal Houſe, | | 
Pernicious Creature! ſhed the innocent | 
Blood, and facrifice to the King's Wrath | 
The Lives of all thy People; fly, be gone, 
And hide thee where bright Virtue never ſhone : 
The Day will ſhun thee, nay. the Stare, that view 
Miſchiefs and Murders, Deeds to thee not new, 
Will ſtart at this—— Go, go, thy Crimes deplore, 
And never think of Sy/zgamb:s more, | 
Rox. Madam, I hope you will a Queen forgive: 
Roxana wee ps to ſee Statira grieve : 
How noble is the brave Reſolve you make, 
To quit the World for Alexander's Sake? 
Vaſt i- your Mind, you dare thus greatly die, 
And yield the King to one ſo mean as I: 
"Tis a Revenge will make the ictor ſmart, 
And much | fear your Death Will break his Heart. 
Stat. You counterfcit, I fear, and know too well. 
How much your Eyes all Beauties clic excel: | 
Roxana, who tho' not a Priaceſs bor 
In Chains could make the mighty Vor mourn. 
Forgetting Pow'r when Wine had mou him warm, 
And ſenſeleſs, yet even then you kn+'y to charm ; 
Preſerve him by thoſe Arts that can: c: fail, 
While I the Loſs of what I lov'd b- wail. 
Rox. | hope your Majeſty will ne me Leave 
'To wait you to the Grove, where you would grieve, 
Where, like the Turtle, you the Loſs will moan 
Of that dear Mate, and murmur all alone. 
Stat. No, proud Triumpher o'er my falling State, 
Thou ſhalt not ſtay to fill me with my Fate: 
Go to the Conqueſt which your Wiles may boaſt, 
And tell the World you left Sratira loſt. 
Go ſcize my faithleſs Alexander's Hand, | 
Both Hand and Heart were once at my Command : 
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Graſp his lov'd Neck, die on his fragrant Breaſt, | 
Love him like me, whoſe Love can't be expreſt, 8 
He muſt be happy, and you more than bleſt; 
While I in Darkneſs hide me from the Day, 
That with my Mind I may his Form ſurvey, [ 
And think fo long, till I think Life away. 
Rex. No, ſickly Virtue, no, 
Thou fhalt not think, nor thy Love's Loſs bemoan, 
Nor ſhall paſt Pleaſures thro' thy Fancy run; 
That were to make thee bleſt as I can be: 
But thy No-thought I muſt, I will decree; 
As thus, I'll torture thee till thou art mad. 
And then no Thought to Purpoſe can be had. 
Stat. How frail, how cowardly is Woman's Mind? 7 
We ſhriek at Thunder, dread the ruſtling Wind, 5 
And glitt ring Swords the brighteſt Eyes will blind; 
Yet when ſtrong Jealouſy enflames the Soul, 
The Weak will roar, and Calms to Tempeſts roll. 
Rival, take heed, and tempt me not too far ! 
My Blood may boil, and Bluſnes ſhew a War. 
Rex. When you retire to your romantick Cell, 
I''l make thy ſolitary Manfioa Hell; 
Thou ſhalt not reſt by Day, nor ſleep by Night, 
But ſtill Roxana ſhall thy Spirit fright ; : 
Wanton in Dreams, if thou dar'ſt dream of Bliſs, 
Thy roving Ghoſt may think to ſteal a Kiſs ; 
But when to his ſought Bed, thy wandrivg Air 
Shall for the Happineſs it wiſh'd repair, 
How will it groan to find thy Rival there ? 
How ghaſtly wilt thou look, when thou ſhalt ſee, 
Thro' the drawn Curtains, that great Man and me, 
Wearied with Laughing, Joys ſhot to the Soul. 
While thou ſhalt grinning ſtand, and gnaſh thy Teeth, 
| and howl? | | 
Stat. O barb'rous Rage! My Tears | cannot keep, 
But my full Eyes in ſpite of me will weep. 
Rox. The King and I in various Pictures drawn, 
Claſping each other, ſhaded o'er with Lawn, 
Shall be the daily Preſents I will ſend, 
To help thy Sorrow to her Journey's End: | 
And when we hear, at laſt, thy Hour draws nigh, 
My Alexander, my dear Love, and I, 
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Will come, and haſten on thy lingring Fates, 

And ſmile, and kiſs thy Soul out, thro' the Grates. 
Star. "Tis well; I thank thee; thou haſt wak d a Rage, | 

Whoſe Boiling now no Temper can aſſuage: 

I meet thy Tides of Jealouſy with more; 

Dare thee to Duel, and daſh thee o'er and o'er. 

Rox. What would you dare? 

Stat. Whatever you dare do: c 


My warring Thoughts the bloodieſt Tracts purſue : 
I am by Love a Fury made, like you : 
Kill or be kill'd, thus acted by Deſpair. 

Rox. Sure the diſdain'd Szatira does not dare! 

Stat. Yes, tow'ring proud Roxana, but I dare. 

Rox. I tow'r indeed o'er thee : | 
Like a fair Wood, the Shade of Kings, I ſtand; 
While thou, fick Weed, doſt but infeit the Land 
Stat. No; like an Ivy, I will curl thee round; c 


Thy ſapleſs Trunk of all its Pride confound ; 

Then, dry and wither'd, bend thee to the Ground. 

What Sy/igambis' Threats, objected Fears, | 

My Siſter's Sighs, and Alexander's Tears, 

Could not effect, thy Rival Rage has done: 

My Soul, whoſe Start at Breach of Oaths begun, 

Shall to thy Ruin, violated, run. 

I ſee the King, in ſpite of all I ſwore, 

Tho' curſt, that thou may'ft never ſee him more. 

Enter Perdiccas, Alexander, Syfigambis, Attendants, &c. 

Per. Madam, your Royal Mother, and the King. 
Alex. O my Statira! O my angry Dear ! 

Turn thine Eyes on me; I would talk to them: 

W hat ſhall 1 ſay, to work upon thy Soul ? 

Where ſhall I throw me? Whither ſhall I fall? 
Stat. For me you ſhall not fall. 
Alex. For thee I will. 

Before thy Feet I'll have a Grave dug up; 

And periſh quick, be bury'd ſtrait alive : 

Give but, as the Earth grows heavy on me, 

A tender Look, and a relenting Word; 

Say but 'twas Pity, that ſo great a Man, Th 

Who had ten thouſand Deaths in Battles ſcap'd, 

For one poor Fault, ſo early ſhould remove, 

And fall a Martyr to the God of Love. 


F. 
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Rox. Is then Roxana's Love and Life fo poor, 
That for another you can chuſe to die, 
Rather than live for her? What have I done? 
How am I alter d, ſince at Sa lalt 
Yoa ſwore, and ſeal' d it with a thouſand Kiſſes, 
Rather than loſe Roxana's ſmalleſt Charm, 
You would forego the Conqueſt of the World? 
Alex. Madam. you beſt can tell, what Magic drew 
Me to your Charms ; but let it not be told, 
For your own Sake: Take thou that conquer'd World; 
Diſpoſe of Crowns and Scepters, as you pleaſe ; 
Let me but have the Freedom of an Hour, 
To make Account with this wrong'd Innocence. 
Stat. You know, my Lord, you did commit a Fault : 
J aſk but this, repeat your Crime no more. 
Alex. O never, never. SE 
Rox. Am I rejected then! 
Alex. Exhauſt my Treaſures ; on. 
Take all the Spoils of the fair conquer'd Inaies; 
But, for the Eaſe of my afflicted Soul, 
Go where I never may behold thee more. 
| Rox. Yes, I will go, ungrateful as thou art, 
Bane to my Life, thou Torment of my Days, 


'Thou Murderer of the World : For as thy Sword 


Hath cut the Lives of thouſand thouſand Men, 

So will thy Tongue undo all Womankind, 

But I'll be gone; this laſt Diſdain hath cur'd me; 
And I am new grown ſo indifferent, 

I could behold you kiſs without a Pang; 

Nay, take a Torch, and light you to your Bed: 
But do not truſt me; no; tor if you do, 


Ey all the Furies, and the Flames of Love. 


Ey Love, which is the hotteſt burning Hell, 
III fer you both on Fire, to blaze for ever. Exit. 
Stat. O Alexander, is it poſſible? Good Gods, 
That Guilt can ſhew fo lovely !—yet I pardon, 
Forgive thee all, by thy dear Life I do. 
Alex. Ha, Pardon! ſaidſt thou, Pardon me? 
% Now all thy Mother's Bleſſing fall upon thee, 


My beſt, my molt belov'd, my own Szatira. 


Alex. Is it then true, that thou haſt pardon'd me ? 
And is it giv'n me thus to touch thy Hand, WF 
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And fold thy Body in my longing Arms? 

To gaze upon thy Eyes, my happier Stars, 

To taſte thy Lip, and thy dear balmy Breath, 

While ev'ry igh comes forth ſo fraught with Sweets, 

"Tis Incenſe to be offer d to a God. | 

Stat. Yes, dear Impoſtor, tis moſt true, that I | 

Have pardon'd thee ; and 'tis as true, that while 

I ſtand in View of thee, thy Eyes will wound, 

Thy Tongue will make me wanton as thy Wiſhes ; | 

And while I feel thy Hand, my Eody glows : 

Therefore be quick, and take your laſt Adieu, 

Theſe your laſt Sighs, and theſe your parting Tears: 

Farewel, farewel, a long and laſt Farewel. | 

Alex. O my Hepheftion, bear me, or | fink. [throbs!. 
Stat. Nay, you may take—fFleav'n, how my Heart 

You may, you may, if yet you think me worthy, 

Take from theſe trembling Lips a parting Kits. | 

tx. No, let me flarve firſt— Why, Szatira, Why? 

What is the Meaning of all this?: — O Gods 

I know the Cauſe; my working Brain divines ; 

You'll ſay you pardon'd ; but with this Reſerve, 

Never to make me bleſt, as IJ have been, 

To ſlumber by the Side of that falſe Man, 

Nor give a Heav'n of Beauty to a Devil: 

= Think you not thus? Speak, Madam. 

| Sy/. She is not worthy, Son, of ſo much Sorrow, 
Speak Comfort to him, ſpeak, my dear Statira; 
I aſk thee, by thoſe Tears. Ah! canſt thou e'er 
Pretend to Love, yet with dry Eyes behold him! 

Alx. Silence more dreadful than ſevereſt Sounds 
Would ſhe but ſpeak, tho' Death, eternal Exile, | 
Hung at her Lips, yet, while her Tongue pronounces, 
There muſt be Muſick ev'n in my Undoing. 

Stat. Still my lov'd Lord, I cannot ſee you thus ; 
Nor can I ever yield to ſhare your Bed: 
O! I ſhall find Roxana in your Arms, 
And taſte her Kiſſes left upon your Lips. 
Her curſt Embraces have defil'd your Body; 
Nor ſhall I find the wonted Sweetneſs there, 

But artificial Smells, and ftinking Odours. 

Alex. Yes, Obſtinate, I will; Madam, you ſhall, 
You ſhall, in ſpite of this refileſs Paſſion, 
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Be ſerv'd ; but you muſt give me leave to think, 
You never lov'd——O could I ſee you thus! 
Hell has not half the Tortures that you raiſe. 

Cly. Never did Paſſions combat thus before, 

Alex. O I ſhall burſt, 

Unleſs you give me Leave to rave awhile, 
Sz}. Yet, ere Deſtruction ſweep us both away, 
Relent, and break thro? all, to pity him. 

Alex. Yes, I will ſhake this Catid from my Arms, 
If all the Rages of the Earth would fright him; 
Drown him in the deep Bowl of Here, 1 
Make the World drunk; ard then, like Solus, 
When he gave Paſſage to the ſtruggling Winds, 

III ſtrike my Spear into the reeling Globe, 
To let it Blood; ſet Babylon in a Blaze; 
And drive this God of Flames with more conſuming Fire. 

Stat. My Preſence will but force im to Extremes: 
Beſides tis Death to me to ſee his Pains: N 
Yet ſtand reſolv'd never to yield again 
Permit me to remove. 3 

Alex. I charge ye, ſtay her; 

For if ſhe 3 all the Hell I feel, 

Your Souls, your naked Ghoſts, ſhall wait upon her. 

O turn thee ! turn ! thou barb'rous Brightneſs, turn ! 
Hear my laſt Words, and ſee my utmoſt Pang: 

But firit kneel with me, all my Soldiers, kneel; [ 4/7 4neel. 
Yet lower—prottrate to the Earth—Ah Mother, what ! 
Will you kneel too? Then let the Sun ſtand ſtill, 

To ſee himſelf out-worſhipp'd ; not a Face 

Be ſhewn, that is not waſh'd all o'er in Tears; 

But weep, as if you here beheld me ſlain. 

Cy / Haſt thou a Heart? Or art thou Savage turn'd ? 
But if this Poſture cannot move your Mercy, hy, 
] never will ſpeak more. 

Alex. O my Statira, | 
] ſwear, my Queen, I'll not out-live thy Hate. 

My Soul is ſtill as Death——But one I hing more, 
Pardon my laſt Extremities——the Tranſports 
Of a deep wounded Breaſt, and all is well. | 

Stat. Riſe, and may Heaven forgive you all, like me, 

Alex. You are too gracious—C1{;tzs, bear me hence; 
When I am laid in Earth, yield ber the World. 
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There's ſomething here heaves, as cold as Ice, 
That ſtops my Breath Farewel, O Gods! fot ever. 
Stat. Hoid off, and let me run into his Arms, 
My ceareſt, my all Love, my Lord, my King "2" 
You ſhall not die, if that the Soul and Body 
Of thy Statira can reſtore thy Life: 1 
Give me thy wonted Kindneſs, bend me, break me 
With thy Embraces. | 
Alex. O the killing Joy! E 
O Extaſy ! my Heart will burſt my Breaſt, 
To leap into thy Boſom; but by Heaven 
This _ I will revenge me of thy Beauties, 


For the dear Rack I have this Day endur'd; 
For all the Sighs and Tears that I have ſpent, 
 F'll have fo many Thouſand burning Loves; vi 
So ſwell thy Lips, ſo fill me with thy Sweetneſs, 0 
Thou ſhalt not ſleep nor cloſe thy wand'ring Eyes; R 
The ſmiling Hours ſhall all be lov'd away, T 
We'll ſurfeit all the Night, and languiſ all the Day. R 
Stat. Nor ſhall Roxana—— O 
Alex. Let her not be nam'd— | 
O Mother! how ſhall I requite your Goodneſs ? 1 
And you, my Fellow Warriors, that cou'd weep T 
For your loſt King — But I invite you all, Þ 
My Equals in the Throne as in the Grave, , 
Without Diſtinction to the Riot come, 15 
To the King's Banquet = 
Ch. I beg your Majeſty - 
i Would leave me out, | 0 
Alex. None, none ſhall be excus'd ; 
d All revel out the Day, tis my Command; Ob A 
| Gay as the Per an God ourlelf will ſtand, | A 
| With a crowa'd Goblet in our lifted Hand. 
| Young Ammon and Statira ſhall go round, p 
| While antick Meaſures beat the burden'd Ground, A 
| And to the vaulted Skies our Clangors ſound. v. 
1 A 
| - 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Enter Cl in his Macedonian Habit; Hepheſti 
18 2 Ec. in Perſian Robes. — 
. NN 
all 


WAY; I will not wear theſe Perfian 
Robes; 


Nor ought the King be angry for the 


. Rev'rence 
owe my Country : Sacred are her 
Cuſtoms, 28 
Which honeſt C/yzzs ſhall preſerve to Death. 
O let me rot in Macedonian Rags, 
Rather than ſhine in Faſhions of the Eaſt ; 
Then, for the Adorations he requires, 
Roaſt my old Body in internal Flames, 
Or let him cage me, like Califthenes. 
Zam. Dear Chtas, be perſuaded. 
Heph. You know, the King | 
Is God-like, full of all the richeſt Virtues, 
That ever Royal Heart poſſeſs' d; yet you, 
Perverſe, but to one Humour will oppoſe him. 
Cly. Call you it Humour? "Tis a pregnant one; 
By Mars, there's Venom in it, burning Pride : 
And, tho' my Life ſhould follow, rather than 
Bear ſuch a hot Ambition in my Bowels, 
I'd rip em up, to give the Poꝛſon Vent. 
Mele. Was not that Jupiter, whom we adore, 
A Man; but, for his more than human Acts. 
Advanc'd to Heav'n, and worſhipp'd for its Lord ? 
Heph. By all his Thunder, and his Sov'reign Pow'r, 
I'll not believe the Earth yet ever felt 
An Arm like Alexander's; not that God 
You nam'd, tho' riding in a Car of Fire, 
And drawn by flying Horſes, wing'd with Lightning, 
Could, in a ſhorter Space, do greater Deeds, 
Drive all the Nations, and lay waſte the World. 
Cly. There's not a Man of War among you all 
That loves the King like me; yet I'll not flatter, 


Nor 
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=_ _ 29 * blameable; 
And when the Wine works, Chtzs* Thoughts will out, 
Hieb. Then go not to the Banquet. _ 
Ch. I was call'd. 
My Minion, was L not, as well as you? 
III go, my Friends, in this old Habit thus, 
And laugh, and drink the King's Health heartily; 
And while you bluſhing bow your Heads to Earth, 
And hide em in the Duſt, I'II ſtand upright, 
Strait as a Spear, the Pillar of my Country, 
And be by ſo much nearer to the Gods 
But ſee, the King and all the Court appears. 
Enter Alexander, Syſigambis, Statira, Pariſatis, Sr. 
Par, Spare him, O ſpare Lyfmachus his Life: 
I know you will, Kings ſhould delight in Mercy. 
Alex. Shield me, Statira, ſhield me from her Sorrow, 
Par. O ſave him, ſave him, ere it be too late; 
Speak the kind Word, before the gaping Lion 
Swallow him up ; let not your Soldier periſh 
But for one Raſhneſs which Deſpair did cauſe. 
F'll follow thus forever on my Knees, 
And make your Way ſo ſlippery with Tears, 
You ſhall not paſs——Siſter, do you conjure him. 
Alex. O Mother, take her, take her from me; [ Kree!:. 
Her watry Eyes aſſault my very Soul; 
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They ſhake my beſt Reſolve 3 D 

Scat. Did I not break | Bi 
Thro' all for you? Nay, now my Lord you muſt. i 
 Sy/. Nor wou'd I make my Son fo bold a Prayer, A 
Had I not firſt conſulted for his Honour. NM 


Alex. Honour | what Honour! has not Statira ſaid it ! WW 
Were [ the King of the blue Firmament, 
And the bold Titans ſhou'd again make War, 1 vw 
Tho' my reſiſtleſs Arrows were made ready, 3 
By all the Gods ſhe ſhou'd arreſt my Hand. 
Fly then, ev'n thou his Rival fo belov'd, M 
Fly with old Clyezs, ſnatch him from the Jaws | 
Of the devouring Beaſt ; bring him adorn d 
To the King's Banquet, fit for Loads of Honour. Bu 

[Exeunt Heph. Eum. Par- Ar 

Stat. O my lov'd Lord ! let me embrace your Knees, Lo 

I am not worthy of this mighty Paſſion: f * 
. _ 
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You are too good for Goddeſſes themſelves: 
No Woman, nor the Sex, is worth a Grain 
Of this illuſtrious Life of my dear Maſter. 
Why are you ſo divine to cauſe ſuch Fondneſs, 
That my Heart leaps, and beats, and fain wou'd out, 
To make a Dance of Joy about your Feet ? 
Alex. Excellent Woman! no, tis impoſlible 
To ſay how much I love thee—Ha! again! 
Such Extaſies Life cannot tarry long; 
The Day comes en ſo faſt, and beamy Joy 


Darts with ſuch Fierceneſs on me, Night will follow. 


A pale crown'd Head flew lately glaring by me, 
With two dead Hands, which threw a cryſtal Globe 


From high, that ſhatter'd in a thouſand Pieces. 


But I will loſe this boding Dream in Wine; | 
Then warm and bluſhing for my Queen's Embraces, 
Bear me with all my Heat to thy lov'd Boſom. 

Stat. Go, my beſt Love, and chear your drooping Spirits, 
Laagh with your Friends, and talk your Griet away, 
While in the Bower of great Semiramis, 

I dreſs your Bed with all the Sweets of Nature, 
And crown it as the Altar of my Love; 

Where I will lay me down and ſoftly mourn, | 
But never cloſe my Eyes till you return. [ Ex. Stat. Syſ. 

Alex. Is ſhe not more than Mortal e'er can wiſh ! 
Diana's Soul caſt in the Fleſh of Venus“ 


By Feve tis ominous, our parting is; 
Her Face look d pale too, as ſhe turn'd away: 
And when I wrung her by the roſy Fingers, 


Methought the Strings of my great Heart did crack. 
What ſhou'd it mean: Forward, Leomedon. 


Roxana meets bim, with Caſſ. Polyp. Phil. and Theſſ. 


Why, Madam, gaze you thus? 


R:x. Fora laſt Look, [She holds Lis Hand. 
And that the Memory of Raxana's Wrongs 
May be for ever printed in your Mind. 

Alex. O Madam, you mult let me pals. 

Rox, I will. 
But I have ſworn that you ſhall hear me ſpeak, 
And mark me well, for Fate is in my Breath : 
Love on the Miſtreſs you adore, to Death; 

till hope, but I Fruition will deſtroy ; 
3 C 


Languifh 
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Languiſh for Pleaſures you ſhall ne'er enjoy. 
Still may Statira's Image draw your Sight, 
Like thoſe deluding Fires that walk at Night; 
Lead you thro' fragrant Grots and flow'ry Groves, 
And charm you thro' deep Graſs with ſleeping Loves; 
That when your Fancy to its Heighth does riſe, 
That Light you lov'd may vaniſh from your Eyes, 
Darkneſs, Deſpair, and Death, your wandiing Soul 
ſurprize. | . 3 
Alex. Away; lead Meleager, to the Banquet. 
| | [Ex. cum ſuis. 
Rox. So unconcern'd ! OI could tear my Fleſh, 
Or him, or you, nay all the World to Pieces. 
Caſſ. Still keep this Spirit up, preſerve it ſtill, 
Loſe not a Grain, for ſuch Majeſtick Atoms 
Firſt made the World, and muſt preſerve its Greatneſs. 
Rox. I know I| am whatever thou canſt ſay ; 
My Soul is ſpent, and has not Elbow- room; 
"Tis ſwell'd with this laſt Sight, beyond all Bounds ; 
O that it had a Space might anſwer to | 
Its infinite Defire, where | might ſtand 
And hurl the Spheres about like ſportive Balls. 
Cas. We are your Slaves, Admirers of your Fury. 
Command Caſſander to obey your Pleaſure, 
And I will on, ſwift as your nimble Eye 
Scales Heav'n; when I am angry with the Fates, 
No Age, nor Sex, nor Dignity of Blood, 
No Ties of Law nor Nature, not the Life 
Imperial, tho' guarded with the Gods, 
Shall bar Caſſander's Vengeance, he ſhall die. 
Rox. Ha! ſhall he die? ſhall I conſent to kill him? 
To ſee him claſp'd in the cold Arms of Death, 
_ Whom I with ſuch an Eagerneſs have lov'd ? 
Do I not bear his Image in my Womb? | 
Which, while I meditate and roll Revenge, ; 
Starts in my Body like a fatal Pulſe, | * 
And ſtrikes Compaſſ on thro* my bleeding Bowels. 
Pol. The Scruples which your Love wou'd raiſe might 
Were not the Empire of the World conſider: l paſs, 
How will the * Infant in your Womb, 


When Time ſhall teach his Tongue, be bound to curſe 


If now you ſtrike not for a Coronation! [you, 
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Cafſ. If Alexander lives, you cannot reign, 

Nor ſhall your Child; old Syfgamb:is' Head 

Will not be idle ſure Deſtruction waits 

Both you arfd yours; let not your Anger cool, 

But give the Word; ſay Alexander bleeds, 

Draw the dry Veins of all the Perſian Race, 

And hurl a Ruin o'er the Eaft, 'tis done. : 
Pol. Behold the Inſtruments of this great Work. 
Phil. Behold your forward Slave. 

Thi. I'll execute. 2 
Rox. And when this Ruin is accompliſh'd, where 

Shall curſt Roxana fly with this dear Load ? 

Where ſhall ſhe find a Refuge from the Arms 

Of all the Succeſſors of this great Man? 

No barb'rous Nation will receive a Guilt 

So much tranſcending theirs, but drive me out: 
The wildeſt Beaſts will hunt me from their Dens, 

And Birds of Prey moleſt me in the Grave. 

Ca.. No, you ſhall live; pardon the Inſolence 
Which this Almighty Love enforces from me; 

You ſha'l live ſafer, nobler than before, 

In your C:/ſander's Arms. | | | 
Rox. Dilgrac'd Roxana, whither wilt thou fall!? 

] nce'er was truly wretched till this Moment: 

'Therc's not one Mark of former Majeſty 

To awe my Slave that offers at my Honour. 


Caſ. Madam, I hope you'll not impute my Paikon 


To want of that Reſpect which I muſt bear you; 

Long have I lov'd 
Rox. Peace, moſt audacious Villain, 

Or I will lab this Paſſion in thy Throat. 

What, ſhall I leave the Boſom of a Deity 

Toclaſp a Clod, a moving Piece of Earth, 


W hich a Mole heaves ? So far art thou beneath me. 


Caf. Your Majeſty ſhall hear no more my Folly. 


Rex. Nor dare to meet my Eyes; for if thou doſt 


With a Love-glance, thy Plots are all unravell'd, 
And your kind Thoughts of Alexander told, 
Whoſe Life, in ſpite of all his Wrongs to me, 
Shall be for ever ſacred and untouch'd. 


Cafſ. I know, dread Madam, that Caſanacr's Life 


ls in your Hands, ſo caſt to do you Service. 
| | C 2 | 
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Rox. You thought, perhaps, becauſe I practis'd Charms 
To gain the King, that I had looſe Defires : 
No, 'tis my Pride that gives me Height of Pleaſure, 
To fee the Man by all the World admir'd, | 
Bow'd to my Boſom, and my Captive there. 

Caſſ. By your own Life, the greateſt Oath I ſwear, 
Caſſander's Paſſion from this Time is dumb. 
Nox. No, if I were a Wanton, I would make 
Princes the Victims of my raging Fires: 
J, like the changing Moon, would have the Stars 
My Followers, and mantled Kings by Night 
Should wait my Call; find Slaves to quench my Flame, 
Who, leſt in Dreams they ſhould reveal the Deed, 
Still as they came, ſucceſſively ſhould bleed. 

Caſſ. To make Atonement for the higheſt Crime, 
I beg your Majeſty will take the Life 
Of Queen Statira as a Sacrifice. 

Kox. Riſe, thou haſt made me ample Expiation; 
Yes, yes, Statira, Rival, thou muſt die; 
I know this Night is deftin'd for my Ruin, 

And Alexander from the glorious Revels 
Flies to thy Arms. 
Phil. The Bowers of Semiramis are made 
The Scene this Night of their new kindled Loves. 
Rex. Methinks I ſee her yonder, (Oh the Torment!) 
Buſy for Bliſs, and full of Expectation; 
She adorns her Head, and her Eyes give new Luſtre; 
Languiſhes in her Glaſs, tries all her Looks; | 
Steps to the Door, and liſtens for his coming ; 
Runs to the Bed, and kneels, and weeps and wiſhes, 
'Then lays the Pillow eaſy for his Head, 
Warms it with Sighs, and moulds it with her Kiſſes. 
Oh, I am loſt! torn with Imagination! | 

Kill me, Caſſander, kill me inſtantly, 

That I may haunt her with a Thouſand Devils. 
Cafſ. Why do you ſtop to end her while you may? 

No Time ſo proper as the preſent ; now 

While Alexander feaſts with all his Court; 

Give me your Eunuchs, half your Zogdian Slaves, 
I'll do the Deed; nor ſhall a Waiter ſcape, 

That ſerves your Rival, to relate the News. 
Peil. She was committed to Exmenes' Charge. 


*. 
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Nax. Eumenes dies, and all that are about her, 
Nor thall I need your Aid, you'll love again; 
T'il head the Slaves myſelf, with this drawn Dagger, 

To carry Death that's worthy of a Queen. 
A common Fate ne'er ruſhes from my Hand, 
"Tis more than Life to die by my Command : 
And when ſhe ſees 
That to my Arm her Ruin ſhe muſt owe, 
Her thankful Head will ſtraight be bended low, 8 
Her Heart ſhall leap half Way to meet the Blow. 
[ Exit Roxana. 

Caſſ. Go thy Ways, Semel/e——ſhe ſcorns to ſin 
Beneath a God We muſt be ſwift ; the Ruin 
We intend, who knows ſhe may diicover ! 

Pal. It muſt be ated ſuddenly To-night, 

No at the Banquet Philip holds his Cup. 
Phil. And dares to execute—propoſle his Fate, 
Cafſ. Obſerve in this ſmall Phial certain Death; 

It holds a Poiſon of ſuch deadly Force, 

Should A/culapins drink it, in five Hours 

(For then it works) the God himſelf were mortal. 
I drew it from Nonacris horrid Spring; 

A Dropinfus'd in Wine will ſeal his Death, 

And ſend him howling to the loweſt Shades. 

Phil. Wou'd it were done. 

Cafſ. O we ſhall have him tear | | 
(Ere yet the Moon has half her Journey rode) 

The World to Atoms; for it ſcatters Pains 
All Sorts, and thro? all Nerves, Veins, Arteries, 
Ev'n with Extremity of Froſt it burns; 

Drives the diſtracted Soul about her Houſe, 
Which runs to all the Pores, the Doors of Life, 
Till ſhe is forc'd for Air to leave her Dwelling. 

Pol. By Pluto's ſelf, the Work is wondrous brave. 

Caſſ. Now ſeparate : Philip and Theſſalus . 
Haſte to the Banquet; at his ſecond Call 
Give him the fatal Draught that crowns the Night, 
While Pohperchan and myſelf retire 


[ Exeunt omnes præter C aſſand er. 


Yes, Alexander, now thou pay'ſt me well; 
Blood for a Blow is Interelt indeed. 
Methinks I am grown taller with the Murder, 
| | | O 3 1 And 
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And ſtanding ſtraight on this majeftick Pile, 

J hit the Clouds, and ſee the World below me: 

Oh, tis the worſt of Racks to a brave Spirit, 

To be born baſe, a Vatlal, a curs'd Slave; 

No by the Project lab'ring in my Brain, 

Tis nobler far to be a King in Hell, 

o head infernal Legions, Chiefs below, 

lo let 'em loote for Earth, to call em in, | 

And take Account of what dark Deeds are done, 

1 han be a Subject God in Heav'n unbleſt, 

nd wichout Elifchict have eternal Reſt. [ Ext. 

THe SCENE hates, Alexander 75 en ſtanding on à Throne, 
at: 0/7 bis Commanders about him, holding Goblets in their 

Han;. 

A. x. To our immortal Health, and our fair Queen's; 
Al] driak it deep, ard wwile it flies about, | 
Vers ard. Bellena join to make us Muſic, 

A hundred Bulls be offer'd to the Sun, 

White as his Beams Speak the big Voice of War, 

Beat ali our Drums, and blow our Silver Trumpets, 

Jill we provoke the Gods to act our Pleaſure | 

In Bowls of Ne&ar and replying Thunder. 
2 [ Sounds while they drink. 

Enter Hepheſtion, Clytus, leading Ly ſimachus in his Shirt 

bloody; Perdiccas, Guard. | 

(Ay. Long live the King, and Conqueſt crown his Arms 

With Laurels ever green: Fortune's his Slave, 
And kiſſes all that fight upon his Side. nf 

Alex. Did not 1 give Command you ſhould preſerve 
| Eriemachus ? | 

Heph. You did. | | 

Alen What then portend thoſe bloody Marks? 

Fb. Your Mercy flew too late: Perdiccas had, 
Acco.ding to the dreadful Charge you gave, 
Already plac'd the Prince in a lone Court, 
Cnarm'd, all but his Hands, on which he wore 
A Pair of Gauntlets; ſuch was his Defire, 

To ſhew in Death the Difference betwixt 
The Blood of the Aacides, and common Men. 

Cly. At lait the Door of an old Lion's Den 
Peing drawn up, the horrii Beaſt appear d: 

The Flames which from his Eyes ſhot glooming red, 


Made 
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Made the Sun ſtart, as the Spectators thought, 
And round em caſt a Day of Blood and Death. 

Heph. When we arriv'd, juſt as the valiant Prince 
Cried out, O Pari/atis, take my Life; 
"Tis for thy Sake I go undaunted thus, 

To be devour'd by this moſt dreadful Creature. 

Ch. Then walking forward, the large Beaſt deſcry d 
His Prey, and with a Roar that made us pale, | 
Flew fiercely on him; but the active Prince 
Starting aſide, avoided his firſt Shock, 

With a flight Hurt, and as the Lion turn'd, 

Thruſt Gauntlet, Arm and all into his Ihroat, 

And with Herculean Force tore forth by th' Roots 
The foaming bloody Tongue; and while the Savage, 
Faint with that Loſs, ſunk to the bluſhing Earth, 
To plough it with his Teeta, your conqu ring Soldier 
Leap'd on his Back, and daſh'd his Skull to Pieces. 

Alex. By all tl. Laurels, 'twas a God-like Act, 

And 'tis my Glory, as it ſhall be thine, 

That Alexander could not pardon thee. 

O my brave Soldier, think not all the Prayers 

Of the lamenting Queens cou'd move my Soul | 
Like what thou haſt perform'd ; Grow to my Breaſt. 


 [Embraces him. a 


Lyſ. However Love did hurry my wild Arm, 
When I was cool, my fev'riſh Blood did bate, 
And as I went to Death, I bleſt the King. 
Alex. Lyſimachus, we both have been tranſported, 
But from this Hour be certain of my Heart; 
A Lion be the Empreſs of thy Shield, 
And that golden Armour we from Perus won 
The King preſents thee ; but retire to Bed, 
Thy Toils aſk Reſt. 
Ly/. I have no Wounds to hinder 
Of any Moment; or if I had, tho' mortal, 
I'd ſtand to Alexander's Health, till all 
My Veins weredry, and fill them up again 
With that rich Blood which makes the Gods immortal. 
Alex. Hepheſlion, thy Hand embrace him cloſe ; 
Tho' next my Heart you hang the Jewel there, 
For ſcarce I know whether my Queen be nearer. 
Thou ſhalt not rob me of my Glory, Youth, 
C 4 | That 


— —— ö — — — — _ 
—— — . — — — 


D * * 


= 
—— 


, 
C4 
i 4 
11 | 
9 
i! 
it 
* 
1 
Y 
| 


Neither reply, but mark the Charge I give, 


Will you excuſe me? | 
Alex. You will be excus'd: 
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'That muſt to Ages flouriſh Pariſatis 
Shall now be his that ſerves me beſt in War: 


And live as Friends—Sound, ſound my Armies Honour ; 

Health to their Bodies, and eternal Fame 

Wait on their Memory, when thoſe are Aſhes; 

Live all, you muſt, tis a God gives you Life. [Sound. 
Lyſimachus gy Clytus a Perſian Robe, and he —— 
Ch. O Vanity ! 

Alex. Ha! what ſays Chytus ? 
Who am I? 1 
Ciy. The Son o Kin Phil; 
y No, tis Lo , 8 
By all my Kindred in the Skies, 
Jove made my Mother pregnant. 
Cly. I ha' done. 
Here fallows an Entertainment of Indian 2 and Dancers; 
The Muſic flouriſhes, 
Alex, Hold, hold; Ciytus, take the Robe. 
Ch. Sir, the Wine, 

The Weather's hot; beſides you know my Humour. 
1:x. O tis not well: I'd burn rather than be 

So iingular and froward. 

Cg. So would I 

Burn, hang, or drown, but in a better Cauſe ; 

J'Il drink or fight fur ſacred Majeſty 

With any here——Fill me another Bowl, 


But let him have his Humour, he is old. 

Cly. So was your Father, Sir—This to his Memory : 
Sound all the Trumpets there. 

Alex. They ſhall not ſound | 
Till the King drinks ——3y Mart, I cannot take 
A Moment's Reſt for all my Years of Blood, 
But one or other will —_ my Pleaſure. 
Sure I was form'd for War; | 
All. all are Alexanders Enemies; 
Which I could tame es, the rebellious World 
Shou'd feel my Wrath——But let the Sports go on. 
The Indians dance. 80 
Iſ. Nay, Chtzs, you that cou d ad viſe ——— 1 
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100 ER tt 

et him per tive, and prou 

Sullen od rn mongſt the nobler Souls, 

Like an infernal Spirit, that had ſtole 

From Hell, and mingled with the laughing Gods. 
Cly. When Gods grow hot, where's the Difference 

Twixt them and Devils? Fill me Greet Wine, yet 

For I want Spirits. | [fuller 

Alber. Ha! let me hear a Song. | 

Cy. Muſic for Boys—Chtrus would hear the Groans 

Of dying Perſons, and the Horſes Neighings ; 

Or if J muſt be tortured with ſhrill Voices, 

Give me the Cries of Matrons in ſack'd Towns. 

Heph. Ly/imachus, the King looks ſad, let us awake him; 5 

Health to the Son of Jupiter Ammon; 

Ev'ry Man take his Goblet in his Hand, 

Knol All, and kiſs the Earth with Adoration. 

—_— Sound, ſound, that all the Univerſe may hear, 

That I could ſpeak like Fove, to tell abroad 

The kindneſs of my People——Rifle, O riſe, 

My Hands, my Arms, my Heart is ever yours. 

(Comes from his Throne, all hiſs his Hand.) 

Ch. I did not kiſs the Earth, nor muſt your Head 

] am unworthy, Sir. 
Alex. I know thou art, 

Thou envieſt my great Honour—Sit, my Friends 

Nay, I muſt have Room now let us talk 

Of War, for what more fits a Soldier's Mouth ? 

And ſpeak, ſpeak freely, or ye do not love me, 

Who, think you, was the braveſt General 

That ever led an Army to the Field? 

Heph. I think the Sun himſelf ne'er ſaw a Chief 

So truly great, ſo fortunately brave, 

As Alexander ; not the fam'd Alcides, 

Nor fierce Achilles, who did twice deſtroy, 

With their all-conquering Arms, the famous Trey. 
Ly/. Such was not Cyrus. 
Alex. O you flatter me. 
Ch. They do indeed, and yet ye love em for i it, 

But hate old Clytzs for his hardy Virtue. « 

Come, ſhall L ſpeak a Man more brave than you, 

A better General, — Soldier ? 


Alex, 
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Alex. 1 ſhould be glad to learn; inſtruc me, Sir. 
Ch. Your Father Philip——1 have ſeen him march, 
And fought beneath his dreadful Banner, where 
The ſtouteſt at the Table wou'd ha' trembled : 
Nay, frown not, Sir ; you cannot look me dead. 
When Greeks join'd Greeks, then was the Tug of War, 
The labour'd Battle ſweat, and Conqueſt bled. 
Why ſhould I fear to ſpeak a Truth more noble 
Than e'er your Father Jupiter Ammon told you? 
Philip fought Men, but Alexander Women. 
Alex. Spite ! by the Gods, proud Spite ! and burning 
Ts then my Glory come to this at laſt, | [Envy ! 
To vanquiſh Women? Nay, he ſaid the ſtouteſt here 
Wou'd tremble at the Dangers he has ſeen. 
In all the Sickneſs and the Wounds I bore, 
When from my Reins the Javelin Head was cut, 
Lyfimachus, Hepheſtion, ſpeak, Perdiccas, 
Did I e' er tremble: O the curſed Lyer! 
Did I once ſhake or groan ; or bear myſelf 
Beneath my Majeſty, my dauntleſs Courage ? 
H-p5. Wine has tranſported him. 
Alex No, tis plain mere Malice: 
I was a Woman too at Oxydrace, | 
When planting at the Walls a ſcaling Ladder, 
mounted, ſpite of Showers of Stones, Bars, Arrows, 
And all tze Lumber which they thunder'd down, | 
When you beneath cried out, and ſpread your Arms, 
That J ſhould leap among you, did I ſo? 
L:/. Turn the Diſcourſe, my Lord, the old Man rav'd. 
Aar. Was I a Woman, when, like Mercury, 
Tlett the Walls to fly amongſt my Foes, 
And, like a baited Lion, dy'd myſelf 
All over with the Blood of thoſe bold Hunters ? 
Till ſpent with Toil, I battel'd on my Knees, 
Pluck'd forth the Darts that made my Shield a Foreſt, 
And hurl'd 'em back with moſt unconquer'd Fury. 
CS. "Twas all Bravado, for before you leap'd, 
You {aw that I had burſt the Gates aſunder. 
Alex. Did I then turn me, like a Coward, around, 
| To ſeck for Succour ? Age cannot be ſo baſe ; 
That thou wert young again, I would put off 
My Majeſty, to he more terrible, 
z 


That, 
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That, like an Eagle, I might ſtrike this Hare 
Trembling to Earth; ſhake thee to Duſt, and tear 
Thy Heart for this bold Lye, thou feeble Dotard. 
Ch. What, do you pelt me like a Boy with Apples? 
[ He tofſes Fruit at him as they riſe, 
Kill me, and bury the Diſgrace I feel. 
I know the Reaſon that you uſe me ſo; 
Becauſe I ſav'd your Life at Granicus ; 
And when your Back was turn'd, oppos'd my B 
To bold Rheſaces' Sword; you hate me for't, 
You do, proud Prince. 1 
Alex. Away, your Breath's too hot. . 
| [ Flings him from him. 
Ch. You hate the Benefactor, tho' you took 
The Gift, your Life, from this diſhonour'd C!ytzs ; 
Which is the blackeſt, worſt Ingratitude. | 
Alex. Go, leave the Banquet: Thus far I forgive thee. 
Cuy. Forgive yourſelf for all your Blaſphemies, 
The Riots of a moſt debauch'd and blotted Life : 
_ Philatas' Murder 0 
Alex. Ha! What ſaid the Traitor ? 
Ly/. Eumenes, let us force him hence. 
Cy. Away. | 
Heph. You ſhall not tarry : Drag him to the Door. 
Ch. No, let him fend me, If I muſt be gone, 
To Philip, Attalus, Caliſthenes, 
To great Parmenio, to his flaughter'd Sons; 
Parmenio, who did many brave Exploits 
Without the King——the King without him nothing. 
Alex. Give me a Javelin, {Takes one from the Guard, 
Heph. Hold, Sir. 
Alex. Off, Sarrah, leſt 
At once [I ſtrike it thro' his Heart and thine. 
Ly. O ſacred Sir, have but a Momeat's Patience. 
Alex. Preach Patience to another Lion What! 
Hold my Arms! I ſhall be murder'd here, 
Like poor Darius, by my own barb'rous Subjects. 
Pergdiccas, ſound my Trumpets to the Camp, 
Call my Soldiers to the Court ; nay hatte, 
For there is Treaſon plotting gainſt my Life, 
And I ſhall perũh ere my _ to reſcue. 


Ly/. 
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Ly/. and Heph. Let us all die, e'er think ſo damn'd a 
Deed. 3 LXieel. 

Alex. Where is the Traitor ? 2 

Cy. Sure there's none about you? 


| But here flands honeft Cyytus, whom the King 
Invited to his Banquet. 


Alex. Be gone and ſup with Philip, [Strikes him thro", 


Parmenio, Attalus, Caliſthenes ; 

And let bold Subjects learn by thy ſad Fate, 

To tempt the Patience of a Man much above 'em. 
Cly. The Rage of Wine is drown'd in guſhing Blood: 

O Alexand:r, | have been to blame; 

Hate me not after Death, for I repent, 

That fo I urg'd your nobleſt, ſr/ceteſt Nature. 
Alex. What's this | hear? Say on, my dying Soldier. 
Cz. I ſhould ha' kill'd myſelf, had I but liv'd 

To be once fober—— Now I fall with Honour, 


My own Hand wou'd ha'brought foul Death. O Pardon, 
[ares, 


Alex. Then ] am loſt; what has my Vengeance done? 
Who is it thou haſt ſlain? Chizs; What was he? 
The faithfulleſt Subject, worthieſt Counſellor, 
Who for ſaving thy Life, when 
Thou foughtſt bare-headed at the River Granite, 
Has now a noble Recompence, for ſpeaking raſhly: 
For a Forgetfulneſs which Wine did work, | 
The poor, the honeſt Chtus thou haſt ilain. 
Are theſe the Laws of Hoſpitality ? 
Thy Friends will (hun thee now, and ſtand at Diſtance, 
Nor dare to ſpeak their Minds, nor eat with thee, 
Nor drink, leſt by hy Madneſs they die too. 
Heth. Guards take the Body hence, 
 Aiex, None dare to touch him, 
For we muſt never part. Cruel Hepheſtias 
And Ly/zmachus, that had the Power, 
And would not hold me. 
Ly. ear Sir, we did. 
Alex. | know tt; | 
Ye held me like a Peaſt, to let me go 
With greater Violence——Oh, you have undone me! 
Excoſe it not, you that could * Lion, 
Con d not turn me: You ſhould have drawn your W 
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And barr'd my Rage with their advancing Points ; 
Made Reaſon glitter in my dazzled Eyes, 
Till I had ſeen u iat Ruin did attend me: 
That had been noble, that had ſhew'd a Friend; 
Chtus would fo have done to iave your Lives. 
Ly/. When Men ſha!l hear how highly you were urg'd. 
Alx. No, vou have let me {tain my r:fing Virtue, 
Which elſe had ended brighter than the Sun. 
Death, Hell and Furies! you have ſunk my Glory: 
Oh, I am all a Blot, which Seas of 'i ears, | 
And my Heart's Blood, can never waſh away: 
Yet tis but jult i try, and on the Point, 
Still reeking, hurl my black polluted Breaſt. 
Heph. O lacred Sir, that muſt not be. 
_ Eum. Forgive my pious tTands, 
Ly/. And mine, that dare diſarm my Maſter. 
Alex. Yes, cruel Men. ye now can ſhew your Strengths 
Here's not a Slave but dares oprote my Juſtice ; 
Yet I will render all Endeavours vain 


That tend to ſave my Life Here I ill lie [ Falli. 


Cloſe to his bleeding Side, thus kiſſing him; 
Theſe pale dead Lips, that have ſo .dvis'd me: 
Thus bathing o'er his reverend Face in Tears; 
Thus claſping his cold Body in my Arms, 
Till Death like him, has made me fif and horrid, 
Heph. What ſhall we do? 
Ly/. I know not: my Wounds bleed afreſh 
With ſtriving with him: Perdiccas, lend's your Arm. 


[ Ex. Perdiccas, Lyſimach us, 
Heph. Call Ari ander hither, * 


Or Meleager, let's force him from the Body. 
Crics without, Arm, Arm. Treaſon, Treafen ! 
Enter Perdiccas bloady, 
Per. Haſte all, take Arms ; Hephe/tion, where's the King? 
Heph.. There, by old Chytus Side, whom he has flain, 
Per. Then Miſery on Miſery will fall, 
Like rolling Billows, to adr iace the Storm. 
Riſe, ſacred Sir, and ha'te to a:d the Queen; 
Roxana, fill'd with furious Jealouſy, 
Came with a Guard of Zog&ian Slaves unmaſk'd, 
And broke upon me with ſuch ſudden Rage, 
That all are periſh'd who Reſiſtance made; 


T only 
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I only with theſe Wounds thro' claſhing Spears 

Have forc'd my Way, to give you timely Notice, 

Alex. What ſays Perdiccas? Is the Queen in Danger? 
Per. She dies, unleſs you turn her Fate, and quickly: 

Your Diſtance from the Palace aſks more Speed, 

And the Aſcent to th' flying Grove is high. 

Alex. Thus from the Grave I riſe to fave my Love. 
All draw your Swords, with Wings of Lightning move ; 
When I ruſh on, ſure none will dare to ſtay, 
*Tis Beauty calls, and Glory ſhews the Way. [EExeunt. 
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ACT V. SCENE 1 


Statira is diſcovered ſleeping in the Bower of Semiramis. | 


Seft Muſick. 


Stat. © KLESS me, ye Powers above, and guard | 
| =_ my Voc. 


heard 
=O. My royal Parents ; there I ſaw 'em ſtand; 
My Eyes beheld their precious Images ; 

J heard their heav'nly Voices: Where, O where, 
Fled you ſo faſt, dear Shades, from my Embraces ? 
Vou told me this this Hour ſhould be my laſt 

And I muſt bleed—Away, tis all Deluſion. 
Do I not wait for Mexander's coming; 

Nane but my loving Lord can enter here : 

And will he kill me? hence fantaſtick Shadows! 

And yet methinks he ſhould not ſtay thus long. 
Why do I tremble thus? If I but tir, x 
The Motion of my Robes makes my Heart leap. 
When will the dear Man come, that all my Doubts 
May vaniſh in his Breaſt ? | 

But hark, I hear him [ Noiſe within, 
Fain I would hide my Bluſhes, 
I hear his Tread, but dare not go to meet him. 
Enter Roxana, with Slaves and a Dagger. 


Rex. At length we've conquer'd this ſtupendous * 


- 
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Theſe flying Groves, whoſe wonderful Aſcent 
Leads to the Clouds. e 
Stat. Then all the Viſion's true [ Retives. 
And I muſt die, loſe my dear Lord for ever: 
That, that's the Murderer. | 
Rex. Shut the brazen Gate, 
And make it faſt with all the maſly Bars. 
I know the King will fly to her Relief, 
But we have Time enough Where is my Rival? 
Appear Statira, now no more a Queen; ES: 
Roxana calls, where is your Majeſty ? 

Stat. And what is ſhe, who with tuch tow'ring Pride, 
Wou'd awe a Princeſs that is born above her? 

Rox. I like the Port Imperial Beauty bears, 

It ſhews thou haſt a Spirit fit to fall 

A Sacrifice to fierce Roxana's Wrongs. 

Be ſudden then, put forth theſe royal Breaſts, 
Where our falſe Maſter has ſo often languiſh'd, 
That I may change their milky Innocence 
'To Blood, and dye me in a deep Revenge. 

Stat. No, barb'rous Woman, tho' I dare meet Death 
As boldly as our Lord, with a Reſolve | 
At which thy coward Heart would tremble ; 

Yet I diſdain to ſtand the Fate you offer, 
And therefore, fearleſs of thy dreadful Threats, 
Walk thus regardleſs by thee. 

Rox. Ha! fo ſtately! This ſure will fink you. 

Stat. No, Roxana, No: | | | 
The Blow you give will ſtrike me to the Stars, 
But fink my Murd'reſs in eternal Ruin. 

Rox. Who told you this ? | 

Stat. A thouſand Spirits tell me: 
There's not a God but whiſpers in my Ear, 
This Death will crown me with immortal Glory ; 
To die ſo fair, ſo innocent, ſo young, 

Will make me Company for Queens above. 

Rax. Preach on. 

Stat. While you, the Burden of the Earth, 
Fall to the Deep, ſo heavy with thy Guilt, 
That Hell itſelf muſt groan at thy Reception; 
While fouleft Fiends ſhun thy Society, 

And thou ſhalt walk alone, forſaken Fury. 
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Rox. Heaven witneſs for me I would fpare thy Life; 
If any Thing but Q4/exander's Love 288 4 
Were in Debate; come, give me back his Heart, 

And thou ſhalt live Emprets of all the World. 

Stat. The World is leſs than Alexander's Love, 
Yet cou'd I give it, 'tis not in my Power; 
This 1 dare promiſe, if you ſpare my Life, 

Which I diſdain to beg, he ſhall ſpeak kindly. 
Nor. Speak! is that all? 
Stat. Perhaps, at my Requeſt, 
Ard for a Gift_ſo noble as my Life, 
Beſtow a Kiſs. TY 

Rax. A Kiſs! no more? Stat. O Gods! 
What ſhall I ſay to work her to my End? 
Fain I would ſee him—— Yes, a little more, 
Embrace you, and for ever be your Friend. 

Rox. O the provoking Word? Your Friend! thou dy'ſt 
Your Friend! What, muſt I bring you then together ? 
Adorn your Bed, and ſee you ſoftly laid ? 
By a!l my Pangs, and Labours of my Love, 
This has thrown off all that was ſweet and gentle. 
There fore — 

Stat. Vet hold thy Hand advanc'd in Air; 
I ſee my Death 1s written in thy Eyes, 
Therefore wreak all the Luſt of Vengeance on me, 
Waſh in my Blood, and ſteep thee in my Gore; 
Feed like a Vulture, tearing my bleeding Heart. 
But O Roxana / that there may appear 
A Glimpſe of juſtice for thy Cruelty, 
A Grain of Goodneſs for a Maſs of Evil, 
Give me my Death in Alexander's Preſence. 

Rox. Not for the Rule of Heaven Are you ſo cunning ? 
What, you would have him mourn you as you fall; 
Take your Farewel, and taſte ſuch healing Kiſſes, 

As might call back your Soul. No, thou ſhalt fall 
Now, and when Death has ſeiz d thy veauteous Limbs, 
I'll have thy Body thrown into a Well, | 
Buricd beneath a Heap of Stones for ever. 
Enter a Slave. 5 [Guards 


Slav. Madam, the King with all his Captains and his 


Are forcing ope the Doors, he threatens thouſand —_— 
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To all that ſtop his Entrance, and I believe 
Your Eunuchs will obey him. 
Rox. Then I muſt haſte. | 
Stat. What, is the King ſo near? 
And ſhall I die ſo tamely, thus defenceleſs? 
O ye Gods, will you not help my Weakneſs ? 
They are afar off. [Stabbing ber. 
Stat. Alas! they are indeed. 5 
Eater Alexander, Caſſander, Poliperchon, Guard: and 
Attendants, | 
Alex. O harpy ! thou ſhalt reign the Queen of Devils, 
Rox. Do, ſtrike, behold my Boſom ſwells to meet thee ; 
*Tis full of thine, of Veins that run Ambition, 
And I can brave whatever Fate you bring. 
Alex. Call our Phyſicians, haſte, I'll give an Empire 
To ſave her—Oh my Soul, alas Sratira / | 
Theſe Wounds, Oh Gods, are theſe my promis'd Joys ! 
Rox. Rend not your Temper. 
She dies | | — 
Alex. And dar'ſt thou, Monſter, think t' eſcape ? 
Stat. Life's on the Wing, my Love, my Lord, 
Come to my Arms, and take the laſt Adieu. 
Here let me lie and languiſh out my Soul. 
Alex. Anſwer me, Father, wilt thou take her from me ? 
What, is the black ſad Hour at laſt arriv'd, 
That I muſt never claſp her Body more ? 
Never more baſk in her Eye-ſhine again ? 
Nor View the Loves that play'd in thoſe dear Beams, 
And ſhot me with a thouſand thouſand Smiles? 
Stat. Farewel, my Dear, my Life, my molt lov'd Lord, 
I ſwear by Ors/magdes, tis more Pleaſure, 
More Satisfaction, that I thus die yours, | 
Than to have liv'd another's —Grant me one Thing, 
Alex. All, all, —but ſpeak, that I may execute 
Before I follow thee. 
Stat. Leave not the Earth | 
Before Heaven calls you. Spare Roxana's Life 
Twas Love of you that caus'd her give me Death. 
And, O ſometimes, amidft your Revels, think 
Of your poor Queen, and e er the chearful Bowl 
Salute your Lips, crown it with one rich Tear, 
And I am happy, „ 
| | Alx. 


66 The Rival QUEENS; or, 


Alex. Cloſe not thy Eyes; By 
Things of Import I have to ſpeak, before Tl 
Thou tak'f thy Journey Tell the Gods I'm coming M 
To give Account of Life and Death ! O 
And many other hundred thouſand Policies, Ye 
That much concern the Government of Heaven T 
O ſhe is gone | tae talking Soul is mute. L 
She's huſh'd, no Voice or Mufick now is heard! | 
The Bower of Beauty is more ſtill than Death. T 
The Roſes fade, and the melodious Bird R 
That wak'd their Sweets, has left them now for ever. C 

Rox. "Tis certain now you never ſhall enjoy her ; F 
Therefore Roxana may have Leave to hope B 
You will at laſt be kind for all my Sufferings, I 

My Torments, Racks for this laſt dreadful Murder, 1 


Which furious Love of thee did bring upon me. 
Alex. O thou vile Creature! bear thee from my Sight, 

And thank Sratira that thou art alive: 

Elſe thou had'ſt periſh'd: Yea, I wou'd ha' rent, 

With my juſt Hands, that Rock, that Marble Heart ; 

I wou'd have div'd thro' Seas of Blood to find it, 

To tear the cruel Quarry from its Center. | 

my Bluſhes, 
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Rox. O take me to your Arms, and hide 
I love you, ſpite of all your Cruelties ; 
There is ſo much Divinity about you, 
I tremble to approach: Yet here's my Hold, 
Nor will [ leave the ſacred Robe, for ſuch 
Is every Thing that touches that bleſs'd Body : 
Tu kiſs it as the Relique of a God, | 
And Love hall graſp it with theſe dying Hands 
Alex. O that thou wert a Man, that I might drive 
Thee round the World, and ſcatter thy Contagion, 
As Gods hurl Mortal Plagues when they are angry. 
Rox. Do, drive me, hew me into ſmalleſt Pieces, 
My Duſt ſhall be inſpir'd with a new Fondneſs ; 
Still the Love-Motes ſhall play before your Eyes, 
Where'er you go, however you deſpile. 
Alex. Away, there's not a Glance that flies from thee, 
But, like a Baſiliſt, comes wing'd with Death. 
Rox. O ſpeak not ſuch harſh Words, my Royal Maſter, 
Look not ſo dreadful on your kneeling Servant; 
But take, dear Sir, O take me into Grace, 


By 
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By the dear Babe, the Burden of my Womb, | 
That weighs me down when I would follow faſter, 
My Knees are weary, and my Force is ſpent. 
O do not frown, but clear thy angry Brow ! 
Your Eyes will blaſt me, and your Words are Bolts 
That ſtrike me dead; the little Wretch I bear, 
Leaps, frightned at your Wrath, and dies within me. 

Aex. O thou haſt touch'd my Soul ſo tenderly, 
That I will raiſe thee, tho' thy Hands are Ruin. 
Riſe, cruel Woman, riſe, and have a Care; 
O do not hurt that unborn Innocence, 
For whoſe dear Sake I now forgive thee all. 
But haſte, be gone, fly, fly from theſe ſad Eyes; 
Fly with my Pardon, left I call it back ; | 
Tho! I forgive thee, I muſt hate thee ever. 

Rex. I go, I fly for ever from thy Sight! 

My mortal Injuries have turn'd my Mind, 
And I could curſe myſelf for being kind. 
If therefore any Majeſty above, 
'That has Revenge in Store for perjur'd Love, 
Send Heaven the ſwifteſt Ruin on his Head, 
Strike the Deſtroyer, lay the Victor dead; | 
Kill the Triumpher, and avenge my Wrong, c 


In Height of Pomp, while he is warm young ; 

Bolted with Thunder let him ruſh _ 

And when in the laſt Pangs of Life be lies. 

Grant I may ſtand to dart him with my Eyes: 

Nay, after Death 

| Purſue his ſpotted Ghoſt, and ſhoot him as he flies. [Ex, 

Alx. O my fair Star, I ſhall be ſhortly with thee ; 
For I already feel the ſad Effects 

Of thoſe moſt fatal Imprecations. 

What means this deadly Dew upon my Forehead ? 

My Heart too heaves. 


Caſ. It will anon be flill : [ 4/ide. | 
The Poiſon works. 5 | 
Pol. T'll fee the wiſh'd Effect [Alt. 


Ere I remove, and gorge me with Revenge. 
Enter Perdiccas and Lyfimachus. 
Per. I beg your Majeſty will pardon me, 
A fatal Meſſenger; | 
Great Sy/igambis, hearing Statira's Death, 
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Is now no more; 
Her laſt Words gave the Princeſs to the brave 
Ly/imachus : But that which moſt will ftrike you, 
Your dear Hephefticn, having drank too largely 
At your laſt Feaſt, is of a Surfeit dead. 

Alex. How, dead! Hetbeſtion dead! alas the dear 
Unhappy Youth But he ſleeps happy, 
J muſt wake for ever This Object, this, 
This Face of fatal Beauty, 
Will firetch my Lids with vaſt, eternal Tears 
Who had the Care of poor Hepheftion's Life? 

Lyſ. Philarda, the Arabian Artiſt. 
Alex. Fly, Meleager, hang him on a Croſs: 
That, for Hepbiſ tion 
But here lies my Fate; Hepbeſtion, Clytus, 
All my Victories for ever folded up; 
In this dear Body my Banner's loſt, 
My Standard's 'I riumpa's gone! 
O when ſhall I be mad? Give Order to 
The Army that they break their Shields, Swords, Spears, 
Pound their bright Armour into Duſt ; away; 
Is chere not Cauſe to put the World in Mourning ? 
Tear all your Robes: He dies that is not naked 
Low to the Wailt, all like the Sons of Sorrow. 
Burn all the Spires that ſeem to kits the Sky; 
Beat down the 2attlements of every City; 
And for the lonument of this lov'd Creature, 
F dot up thoſe Bowers, and pave them all with Gold. 
Draw dry the Ganges, make the Indies poor, 
To build her Tomb, no Shrines nor Altars ſpare, 


But ſtrip the ſhining Gods to make it rare. [ Exit. 


Ca. Ha! whither now ? follow him, Palyperchon. 


F find C2/7nder's Plot grows full of Death; 
O how | hug myſelf for this Revenge! 

| 1 5 Enter Poly perchon. 
What, does it work ? 


Pol. Speak ſoftly. Cas. Well. Pol. It does 3 


I follow'd nim, and faw him ſwiftly walk 
Tcward the Palace; oftentimes looking back, 
Wi h watry Eyes, and calling out, Szatira. 
He ſtumbled at the Gate, and fell along; 


[ Exit. Pol. 


— 
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Nor was he rais'd with Eaſe by his Attendants, 

But ſeeming a greater Load than ordinary, 

As much more as the Dead outweigh the Living. 
Cafſ. Said he nothing? | 
Pol. When they took him up, 

He figh'd, and entred with a ſtrange wild Look, 

Embrac'd the Princes round, and ſaid he muſt 

Diſpatch the Buſineſs of the World in Haſte. 

Enter Philip and Theſſalus. | 
Phil. Back, back, all ſcatter—With a dreadful Shout. 

I heard him cry, I am but a dead Man. | 

Tie. The Poiſon tears him with that Height of 

That I could pity him. [Horror, 

Pol. Peace where ſhall we meet? 

Cafſ. In Saturn's Field, 

Methinks I ſee the frighted Deities, 

Ramming more Bolts in their big-bellv'd Clouds, 

And firing all the Heavens to drown his Noiſe. 

Now we ſhould laugh But go, diſperſe yourſelves, 

While each Soul here, that fills his noble Veſſel, 

Swells with the Murder, works with Ruin o'er ; 

And from the dreadful Deed this Glory draws, 

We kill'd the greateſt Man that ever was. 

The SCENE araws, Enter Alexander and all Bi. 
| Attendants, 
Alex. Search there, nay probe me, ſearch my wounded 

Pull, draw it out. [Reins ; 
Ly/. We have ſearch'd, but find no Hutt. 

Alex. O am ſhot, a forked burning Arrow 

Sticks crols my Shoulders ; the ſad Venom flies 

Like Lightning thro' my Fleſh, my Blood, my Marrow. 
Ly/. This muſt be Treaſon. Ss 
Perd. Wou'd I cou'd but gueſs. 

Alex. Ha! what a Change of Torments I endure! 

A Bolt of Ice runs hiſſing thro' my Bowels ; 

"Tis ſure the Arm of Death; give me a Chair; 

Cover me, for I freeze, and my Teeth chatter, 

And my Knees knock together. 

Perd. Heaven bleſs the King! 
Alex. Ha! who talks of Heaven ? 
I am Hell; I burn, I burn again. 


The 
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The War grows wondrous hot; hey for the Tiger, 
Bear me Bucephalus, amongſt the Billows. 
O 'tis a noble Beaſt; I wou'd not change him 
For the beſt Horſe the Sun has in his Stable: 
For they are hot, their Mangers full of Coals, | 
Their Manes are Flakes of Lightning, Curls of Fire, 
And their red Tails like Meteors whiſk about. 
Ly/. Help all, Exmenes, help, I cannot hold him. 
Alex. Ha, ha, I fhall die with Laughter. 
Parmenio, Clytus, doſt thou ſee yon Fellow, 
That ragged Soldier, that poor tatter'd Greek ? 
See how he puts to Flight the gaudy Per ſians, 
With nothing but a ruſty Helmet on, thro' which 
The grizly Briſtles of his puſhing Beard 
Drive 'm like Pikes Ha, ha, ha. 
Perd. How wild he talks! | 
Ly/. Yet warring in his Wildneſs. [they come ; 


Alex. Sound, Sound, keep your Ranks cloſe, ay, now 


O the brave Din, the noble Clank of Arms. 
Charge, charge apace, and let the Phalanx move; 
Darius comes, ha! let me in, none dare | 


To croſs my Fury ;——P5iletas is unhors d; — Ay, tis 


I ſee, I know him by the ſparkling Plumes, Darius; 
And his Gold Chariot drawn by ten white Horſes : 
But like a Tempeſt thus I pour upon him | 
He bleeds, with that laſt Blow I brought him down; 
Fe tumbles, take him, ſnatch th' Imperial Crown —— 
They fly, they fly, —follow, follow, — Victoria, Vidderia, 
Victoria O let me ſleep. 
Perd. Let's raiſe him ſoftly, and bear him to his Bed. 
Alex. Hold, the leaſt Motion gives me ſudden Dcath. 
My vital Spirits are quite parch'd up, 
And all my ſmoaky Entrails turn'd to Aſhes. | 
Ly. When you, the brighteſt Star that ever ſhone, 
Shall ſet, it muſt be Night with us for ever. 
Alex. Let me embrace you all before I die: 
Weep not my dear Companions, the good Gods 
Shall ſend you in my ſtead a nobler Prince, 
One that ſhall lead you forth with matchleſs Conduct. 
Ly/. Break not our Hearts with ſach unkind Expreſſions. 
Perd. We will not part with you, nor change for Mars. 


An 


Alex. 
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Alex. Perdiccas, take this Ring, 
And ſee me laid in the Temple of Jupiter Ammon. 
L. To whom does your dread Majeſty bequeath 
The Empire of the World ? = 
Alex. To him that is moſt worthy. 
Perd. When will you, ſacred Sir, that we ſhould give 
To your great Memory thoſe divine Honours, 
Which ſuch exalted Virtue does deſerve ? 
Alex. When you are all moſt happy, and in Peace. 
| Your Hands—O Father, if I have diſcharged { Riſer, 
The Duty of a Man to Empire born; TT 
If by unwearied Toil I have deſerv'd 
The vaſt Renown of thy adopted Son, 
Accept this Soul, which thou didſt firft inſpire, 
And with this Sigh, thus gives thee back again, [Dies. 
Ly/. Eumcnes, cover the fall'n Majeſty. 
If there be Treaſon, let us find it out; 
Lyſimachus ſtands forth to lead you on, 
And ſwears by the moſt honour'd dear Remains, 
He will not taſte thoſe Jo, vhich Beauty brings, 
Till we revenge the greatex; beſt of Kings. 
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To her GRACE the 


Ducheſs of RICZMOND. 


AM ADAM, 


NMH E Reputation that this PLAY re- 
X T $ ceived on the Stage, ſome few Errors 
& excepted, was more than I could well 
hope ſrom ſo cenſorious an Age, from 
N whom I aſk but ſo much 9 Praiſe, 
as will ſerve once or twice a Vear at moſt, to gain 
their good Company, and juſt keep me alive. 


There is nat now that Mankind that was then, 

I hen as the Sun, and Man, did ſeem ts flrive 
Jeint-Tenants of the Mori who ſhould ſurvive : 
Ihen, if a flnw pac'd Star had ſtol'n away, 
Frem the Obſervers markins, he mioht ſlay 

Ties er three hundred Years ta ſee't again, 


And then make up his Obſervaticn plain. Dr. Donn, 


For 'tis impoſſible in our limited Time (and 
bring his Opinion to back my own, who is, with- 
out Compariſon, the beſt Writer of the Age) to 
pielent our Judges a Poem half ſo perfect as we 
"A ® could 


4 — —_—_—_ 
— — — ——— v — 


6 The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 

could make it. I muſt acknowledge, Madam, with 
all Humility, I ought to have taken more 'Time, 
and more Pains, in this Tragedy, becauſe it is dedi- 
cated to Your Grace, who, being the beſt Judge, 
(and therefore can, when You pleaſe, make us 
tremble) yet with exceeding Mercy have pardon'd 


the Defects of Theodoſius, and given it Tour intire 


Approbation. My Genius, Madam, vas Your Fa- 
vourite, when the Poet was unknown ; and openly 
recciv'd Your Smiles, before | had the Honour to 
pay Your Grace the moſt ſubmiſſive Gratitude for 
fo illuſtrious and advantageous a Protection. To 


let the World, too, know, that You do not think 
it beneath Yeu to be officiouſly Good; even from 


the extremeſt Heights, to diſcern the loweſt Crea- 
tures, and give them all the nobleſt Influence You 
can; You brought Her Royal Highneſs juſt at the 
exigent Time, whoſe ſingle Prefence, on the Poet's 
Day, is a Subſiſtance for him ail the Year after. 
Ah, Hadam, if all the fhoit-liv'd Happineſs, that 
miſerable Poets can enjoy, conſiſt in Commendation 
only ; nay, if the moſt Part are content with popu- 
Jar Breath, and even for that are thankful; How 
ſhall I expreſs myſelf to Your Grace, who, by a 
particular Goodneſs, and innate Sweetneſs, merely 
for the Sake of doing well, have thus rais'd me a- 
bove myſelf? To have Your Grace's Favour, is, in 
a Word, to have the Applauic of the whole Court, 
who are its nobleſt Ornament ; magnificent and eter- 


nal Praiſe. Something there is in Your Mien, ſo 


much above that we vulgarly call charming, that, 
to me, it ſeems Adorable; and Your Preſence al- 
moſt Divine, whoſe dazz ing and majeſtic Form is 


a proper Manſion for the moſt elevated Soul And 


let me tell the World, nay, ſighing, ſpeak it to a 


barbarous Age, (I cannot help calling it ſa, when 
I think 
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I think of Rome cr Greece) Your extraordinary Love 
for Heroic Poetry is not the leaſt Argument to ſhew 
the Greatneſs of Your Mind, and Fulneſs of Per- 
fection. To hear You ſpeak with that infinite Sweet- 
neſs and Chearfulneſs of Spirit; that is natural to 
Your Grace, is, methinks, to hear our tutelar An- 
gels: Tis to bemoan the preſent malicious Times, 
and remember the Golden Age. But, to behold 
You too, is to make Prophets quite forget their 
Heaven, and bind the Poets with eternal Rapture, 


Her pure and eloquent Blood 

Spoke in her Cheeks, and ſo diſtinftly wrought, ; 

That one might almoſt ſay, her Body thought. : 

Yeu, for whoſe Body God made better Clay, 

Or took Souls Stuff, ſuch as ſhall late decay, 

Or ſuch as need [mall Change at the laſt Day: 
Dr. Donn. 


Ziphares and Semandra were firſt Your Grace's 
Favourites: And, tho' I ought not, Madam, to 
praiſe Your Wit by Your Judgment of my Paint- 
ings, yet I muſt ſay, Such Characters every Dauber 
cannot draw. It has bcen obſerved againſt me, 
That I abound in ungovern'd Fancy; but, I hope, 
the World will pardon the Sallies of Youth: Age, 
Deſpondence, and Dulneſs, come too faſt of them- 
ſelves. I diſcommend no Man for keeping the 
beaten Road ; but I am ſure the noble Hunters that 
foilow the Game, muſt leap Hedges and Ditches 
ſometimes, and run at all, or never come into the 
Fall of the Quarry. My Comfort is, I cannot be 
fo ridiculous a Creature to any Man, as I am to 
myſelf : For who ſhould know the Houle fo well as 
the Good Man at Home ? who, when his Neigh- 
bours come to fee him, ſtill ſets the beſt Rooms to 
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view ; and, if he be not a wild Aſs, keeps the Rube 
biſh and Lumber in ſome dark Hole, whither no- 


body comes but himſelf, to mortify at melancholy 


Hours. But how then, Madam, in this unſuitable 
Condition, how ſhall I anſwer the infinite Honours 
and Obligations Your Grace has laid upon me ? 
Your Grace. who is the moſt beautiful Idea of 
Love and Glory ; who, to that Divine Compoſiti- 
on, have the nobleſt and beſt natur'd Wit in the 
World. All I can promiſe, Madam, and am able 
to perform, is, that Your Grace ſhall never ſee a 
Play of mine, that ſhall give Offence to Modeſty 
and Virtue; and what I humbly offer to the World, 
ſhall be of Uſe at leaſt, and, I hope, deferve Imi- 
tation; which is, or ought to be, I am ſure, the 
Deſign of all Traged::s and Comedies both antient 
and modern. I ſhould preſume to promiſe mvſe'f 

too ſome Succeſs in Things of this Nature, if your 
Grace, (in whom the Charms of Beauty, Wit, and 
Goodneſs, feem reconcil'd) at a leiſure Hour would 


condeſcend to correct, with Your excellent Judg- 
ment, the Errors of, 


4 


MADAM, 
Your GRace's myf# Humble, 
Nat Otedient, 


And Devated Servant, 


Nat. Leo. 


[9] 
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Thus, in a fallen Mood, rebukes the Ae: 

What Loads of Fame di modern Herocs bear, 

For an ingloricus, long, aud lazy War ! 

Who for ſome Skirmiſh, or a /ufe Retreat, 

(Not tobe d agg d to "Battle ) are calld Great. 

But, oh ! <ubat do ambiticus Stateſmen gain, 

ho into private Cheſts <chole Nations drain? 

What Suns of Gold they heard, is duily known, 

To all Mens Co, and ſometimes ta their own, 

Tour Lawyer to, that like an Otes barul!:, 

That drowns the Mark:t Higlers in the Seal's. 

That ſeem begot, conceiv'd, and born in Prawls, 3 

Tet thrives : He and his Crowd get æcbat they pleaſe, 

Swarming al! Term-time thro' the Strand like Bees, | 

They buz at Weſtminſter, and lye for Fees. 

The Godly tes their Ways of Getting have ; 

But none ſo much as your fanatic Knave : 

ieh the wealthieft Livings they refuſe, 

Ire by the fatteſt Biſhopricks would loſe ; 

I hol auith Sort Hair, large Ears, and ſmall blue Bang, 

True Rogues ! their on, not God's Ela, command. 

Let Pigs, then, be prophane ; but Broths ailw'd; 

P»ſſets, and Chriflian Caudles, may be good | 

Meet-helts, io reinforce @ Brother's Bicad: 

Therefore each Fimale Saint he dith adviſe, 

I ith Groans, and Hums, and Fla's, and geggling Ey Jes 

To rub him down, and make the Spirit riſe; 

While with his Zeal, * frem the Ground, 

He mounts, and furc:ifirs the Siflers rem id. 
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On Poets only no kind Star Ger fmil'd: 
( Fate has damn'd en, ere Mother's Child: 
Therefore he warns his Brothers of the Stage, 

To aurite no more for an ungrateful Age. 

Think <what penurious Maſters an have ſerw'd ; 
Taſſo ran mad, and noble Spencer flared. 

Turn then, <chot'er thou art, theu canſt «write well, 
Thy Ink to Gall, and in Lan pocns excel: 

Forfavear all Honefly, traduce ihe Great, 

Grow impudent, and rail oyainſt the Sta's, 
Burſting with Spleen, abroad thy Paſquil: f nd, 
And chuſe ſame Libel-ſpreader for thy Friend: 

The Wit and Want of Timon point thy Min d, 

| And for thy Satire-ſubjze& chooſe Munkind, 
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7 H RICE hafpy 3 that newer writ b. fare; 
How jleas'd and bold they quit the ſafer Shore ! 

Eike ſome. new Captain of the City Bands, 

That, with big Licks, in Firſbury command: ; 
Sewell d with huge Ale, he crics, Beat, beat the Drum : 
Pax o' the French King! Uds-bud, let hin come: 

Give me ten thouſand Red-coat:, and alle; ! 

ll frk his Crequi and 5is Condé too. 

Thus the young Scriblers Mankind's Senje diſdain; 
For J norance is ſure to make em vain: | 
But, far from Vanity, or dang' rens Pride, 

Our cauticus Poet courts you to his Side: 

Fer why ſhould you be ſeorn'd, to whom are due 

A the good Days that ever Authors bnew ? 

Ver er gay, "tis you that make em fre: c 
be Pit and Boxes make the Poet dine, 

4. be ſearce trink: but of the Critics Wine, 


C. 38 -3 
Old Writers u not for F ain-glory flrive ; 
But, like old Miftreſſes, think how to bi ve: 
Be fond of ev'ry Thing their Keepers ſay, 
At leaſt till they can live without a Play: 
Like one that kn*ws the Trade, and has been bit ; 
She dates and fans upon her wealthy Cit, 
And ſwears ſhe loves him, merely for his Wit. | 
Another, more untaught than a Walloon, 
 Antick and ugly, li an old Baboon, | : 
She ſwears, is an accompliſh'd Beau-gargon : 
Turns with all Winds, and ſails with all Difires ; 
All Hearts in City, Town, and Court, ſbe fires ; : 
Yaung callow Lords, lean Knight, and driv'lling ' Squires. 
She in refifileſs Flait'ry finds her Ends, 
Gives Thanks for Fools, and makes ye all her Friends. 
So ſhould wiſe Ports foath an aukward Age; 
For they are Proftitutes upon the Stage: 
To fand on Points were fooliſh and ill-bred, 
As for a Lady to be nice in Bed: 9 
Your Wills alone muſt their Performance meaſure, 
And. you may turn em ev'ry Way for Pleaſure. 


Dramatis Perſon. 


TrnoDoOsrIUs, 
VARAN ES, 
MAR CIAN, 
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PULCHERIA, 
ATHENAIS, 
MARINA, 


| FLAVII IA, 
| | JuLia, 


Attendants, Singers. 


| | 
Tube SCENE Conflawinople. 
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ACT Il. SCENE 1 
A flately Temple, which repre/ents the Chriſtian * as 


in its firſs Magnifience; being but lately eſtabliſhed at 
Rome and Conitantinople. The Side-ſcenes ſhew the 
harrid Tortures, with which the Roman Tyrants perſecut- 
ed the Church: And the flat Scene, <chich is the Limit 
of the Preſpec, d ſcovers an Litar richly adorned; before 
it Conſtantine, /uppo/ed, kneels, avith Commanders about 
| him, gating at a biody Croſs in the Air; which being 
encompaſs'd with many Angeli, offers itſelf to View, with 


 thote Wards diftinly written ; In hoc Signo vinces. 


Inflruments are htard, and many Attendants : The Mini- 

flers at Divine Service wwalk bufily up and doxwn, till 

Atticus, the Chief of all the Priefls, and Succeſſor of St. 

Chryſoſtom, ia rich Robes, comes forward with the 

Philoſopher Leontine ; the Waiters in Ranks bowing all 

the Way before him. | 
A Chorus heard at a Diſtance. 


Repare, prepare! the Rites Begin; 
| P af _ unhallow'd 44 in! 
The Temple with new Glory ſhines : 
Adorn the Altars, waſh the Shrines, 
And purge the Place from Sin. 


ATTICUS, 
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Arricus. 


H, Leontine! was ever Morn like this, 
Since the Celeſtial Incarnation dawn'd ? 
[ think no Day, fince that, ſuch Glory 
gave 
To hay = Altars, as this Morning 
| rings. r 
Leon:. G ee of holy Chryſſtam, 
Who now triumphs above, a Saint of Honour, 
Next, in Degree, to thoſe bright Sons of Heav'n, 
Who never fell, nor ſia:n'd thoſe orient Beams; 
W hat ſhall I anſwer ? How ſhall I approach you, 
Since my Converfion, which your Breath inſpir'd ? 
Attic. To ſee this Day, the Emp'ror of the Eaſt 
Leaves all the Pleaſures that the Earth can yield, 
That Nature can beſtow, or Art invent, | 
In his Life's Spring, and Bloom of gaudy Years, 
To undergo the Penance of a Cloiſter, 
Confin'd to narrow Rooms, and gloomy Walks, 
Faſtings, and Exerciſes of Devotion, 
Which from his Bed, at Midnight muſt awake him; 
Methinks, O Leentine! is ſomething more 
Than yet Philoſophy could ever reach. 
Leont. True, A:ticus ; you have amaz d my Reaſon. 
Attic. Yet more: To our Religion's laſting Honour, 
Mariana and Flavilla, two young Virgins, 
Imperial korn, caſt in the faireſt Mould 
That e'er the Hands of Beauty form'd for Woman; 
The Mirrors of our Court, where Chaſtity 
And Innocence might copy ſpotleſs Luftre ; 
To-day, with Theedo/ius, leave the World. 
Leont. Methinks, at ſuch a glorious Reſignation, 
Th' Angelic Orders ſhould at once deſcend 
In all the Paint and Drapery cf Heaven, 
With charming Voices, and with lulling Strings, 
To give full Grace to ſuch triumphant Zeal. 
Attic. No, Leontine : I fear there is a Fault; 
For, when I laſt confeſs d the Emperor, 
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Whether Diiguſt, and melancholy Blood, 

From reſtleſs Paſſions urg'd not this Divorce ; 

He only anſwer' d me with Sighs and Bluſhes. 

»Tis ſure, his Soul is of the terd'reſt Make; 

Therefore I'll tax him ſtrictly: But, my Friend, 

Why ſhould I give his Character to you, 

Who, when his Father ſent him into Perſia, 

Whereby that mighty Monarch then appointed 

To breed him with his Son, the Prince Yarancs ? 

Teont. And what will raiſe your Admiration, is, 

That two ſuch diff rent Tempers ſhould agree, 

You know that Theod./ius 's compos'd 

Of all the Softneſs that ſhould make a Woman: 

Judgment, almoſt like Fear, foreruns his Actions; 

And he will poiſe an Injury ſo long, 

As if he had rather pardon than revenge it. 

But the young P.rſian Prince, quite oppoſite, 

So fiery fierce, that thoſe who view him nearly, 

May ſee his haughty Soul ſtill mounting in his Face: 

Vet did I ſtudy theſe fo diff rent Tempers, 

Till I at laſt had form'd a perfe& Union, 

As if two Souls did but inform one Body : 

A Friendſhip that may challenge all the World, 

And, at the Proof, be matchleſs! 

Attic. I long to read | 

This gallaat Prince, who, as you have inform'd me, 

Comes from his Father's Court to ſee our Emp'ror, 
Leont. So he intended, till he came to tens, 

And at my homely Board beheld my Daughter ; 

Where, as Fate order'd, ſhe, who never ſaw 

The Glories of a Court, bred up to Books 

In Cloſets, like a Sibyl ; ſhe, I ſay, 

Long fince from Pei brought by me to Athens, 

Unſkill'd in Che ins, but thoſe which Nature gave her, 

Wounded this ſcor::ful Prince: In ſhort, he forc'd me 

To wait him thither. with deep Proteſtations, 

That Moment that bereſt him of the Sight 

Of 4thenais, gave him certain Death. 

Bur ſre, my Daughter, honour'd with his Preſence, 
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Lan there be ought in this? Curſe then thy Birth-right, 


16 THEODOSIUS: Or, 
Enter Varanes and Athenais. 


Fara. Tis ſtrange! O Abena! wond'rous all!? 
Wond'rous the Shrines, and wonderful the Altars! 
Ihe Martyrs, tho' but drawn in painted Flames, 
Amaze me with the Image of their Suff rings: 
Saints canoniz'd, that dar'd with R:man | yrants : 
Hermits that liv'd in Caves, and fed with Angels: 
By Oro/mades ! it is wond'rous all. | . 
That Bloody Croſs, in yonder azure Sky, 

Above the Head of kneeling Cosſtantine; 
Inſcrib'd about with golden Characters, 

Thou fhalt overcome in this : If it be true, 
[ ſay again, by Heav'n, tis wond'rous ſtrange. 

Athen. O Prince, if thus Imagination ſtirs you, 

A Fancy rais'd from Figures in dead Walls, 
How would the ſacred Breath of 4!:icas 

Inſpire your Breaſt, purge all your Droſs away, 
And drive this Athenais from your Soul, 


To make a Virgin Room, whom yet the Mould 


Of your rude Fancy cannot comprehend ! 

Vara. What ſays my Fair? Drive Achenais from me ! 
Start me not inte Phrenzy, leſt I rail 
At all Religion, and fall out with Heav'n : 
And what 1s ſhe, alas! that ſhould ſupplant thee ? 
Were ſhe the Miſtreſs of the W orld, as fair 
As Winter Stars, or Summer ſetting Suns, 
And thou ſet by in Nature's plaineſt Dreſs, 
With that chaſte modeſt Look, when firſt I ſaw thee 
The Heireſs of a poor Philoſopher; ¶ Recorders ready 
I ſwear, by all I wiſh, by all I love, to flonriſb. 


Glory and thee, I would not loſe a Thought, 


Nor caſt an Eye that Way, but ruſh to thee, 
To theſe lov'd Arms, and loſe myſelf for ever. 
Athen. Forbear, my Lord. | 
Vara O cruel Athenai: ! Gs 
=o doſt thou put me off, who pine to Death ? 
And thruſt me from thee, when I would approach thee ? 


Thy 
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Thy glorious Titles, and ill-ſuited Greatneſs, 
Since Athenais ſcorns thee : Take again 
Your ill-tim'd Honours : Take em, take em, Gods ! 
And change me to ſome humble Villager, 
If fo at laſt, for Toils at ſcorching Noon, 
Is mewing Meadows, or in reaping Fields, 
At Night ſhe will but crown me with a Smile, 
Or reach the Bonaty of her Hand to bleſs me. 
Athen. When Princes ſpeak, their Subjects ſhould 
be filent: 
Vet, with Humility, I would demand, 
Wherein appears my Scorn, or my Averſion? 
Have I not for your Sake abandon'd Home, 
Where I had vow'd to ſpend my calmer Days ! 
But you, perhaps, imagine it but little 
Fur a poor Maid to follow you abroad, 
Eſpecially the Daughter of old Leo»7ine ! 
Yet I muſt tell you, Prince — | 
Fara. I cannot bear | | 
Thoſe Frowns : I have offended, but forgive me. 
For who, O Athenais, that is toſs'd | 
With ſuch tempeſtuous Tides of Love as I, 
Can ſteer a ſteady Courſe? Retire, my Fair: 
Recorders floarifh, 
Hark ! the Solemnities are now beginning, 
And Theodofius comes; hide, hide thy Charms, 
f to his clouded Eyes ſuch Day ſhould break, 
The Royal Youth, who dotes to Death for Love, 
I fear, would forfeit all his Vows to Heav'n, 
And fix upon the World, thy World of Beauty. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Theodoſius leading Marina and Flavilla, Call three 
dreſi'd in white ) follow'd by Pulcheria. 


Tes. Farewell, Pulcheria! ard, I pray, no more: 
For all thy kind Complaints are loſt upon me. 
Have I not ſworn, the World and I muſt part? 
Fate has proclaim'd it : Therefore weep no more ; 
Wound not the tend'reft Part of Theodofras,, 
My yielding Soul, that would expire in Calms * 5 

| | Voun 
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Wound me not with thy Tears, and I will teil thee, 
Yet, ere I take my laſt Farewel for ever, 
The Cauſe of all my Suff rings: Oh, my Siſter ! 
A bleeding Heart, the Stings of pointed Love, 
What Conftitution, ſoft as mine, can bear? 
Pauſch, My Lord, my Emperor, my deareſt Brether, 
Why all this while did you conceal it from me ? 
Theo, Becauſe I was aſham'd to own my Weakneſs : 
I knew thy ſharper Wit, and ſtricter Wiſdom 
Would dart Reproofs ; which I cuuld not endure. 
Draw near, O Atticus; and mark me well: 
For never yet did my complaining Spirit 
Unlace this weighty Secret upon him, 
Nor groan a Syllable of her Oppreſſion. 
Attic. Concealment was a Fault; but ſpeak at large. 
Make bare the Wound, and I wil! pour in Balm. 
Theo. "Tis Folly all, and Fond:.cis —— Oh, Re- 
membrance ! 
Why doſt thou open thus my Wound again, 
And from my Heart call down thof- warmer Drops 
That make me die with Shame? Hear then Pulcheria ! 
Some few preceding Days before I left 
The Perfian Court, hunting one Morning early, 
J loſt myſelf and all the Company, 
Still wand'ring on, as Fortune would direct me; 3} 
I paſt a Riyulet, and lighted in | 
The ſweeteſt Solitude I ever ſaw ! 
When (trait, as if Inchantment had een there, 
Two charming Voices drew me, til l came 
Where divers Arbours overlook'd the River. 
Upon the oſier Bank two Women far, 
Who, when their Song was ended, tk'd to one, 
Who bathing ſtood far in the cryſtal Stream: 
But, Oh! what Thought can paint hat fair Perfection, 
Or give a Glimpſe of ſuch a naked Glory! 
Not Sea-born Venus, in the Courts beneath, 
When the green Nymphs firit kiſs'd her coral Lips, 
All poliſh'd, fair, and waſk'd with orient Beauty, 
Could in my dazzling Fancy match her Brightneſs. 
Atiic. Think where you are, | 


Theo. 


if 
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Theo, Oh! Sir, you muſt forgive me. 
The chaſte enthuſiaſtic Form appears, 
As when I ſaw her; yet I ſwear, Pulcheria, 4 
Had cold Diana been a Looker on, | 

She muſt have prais'd the Virtues of the Virgin: 

The Satyrs could not grin; for ſhe was veil'd: 

Nothing immodeſt! From her naked Boſom 

Down to her Knees, the Nymph was wrapt in Lawn: 

But, Oh, for me, for me, that was too much! 

Her Legs, her Arms, her Hands, her Neck, her Breaſts, 

So nicely ſhap'd, ſo matchleſs in their Luftre ; 

Such Ail-PerfeQion, that I took whole Draughts 

Of killing Love, and ever ſince have languiſh'd 

With ling' ring Surfeits of her fatal Beauty 

Alas, too fatal, ſure! Oh, Atticus 

Forgive me; for my Story now is done: 

The Nymph was dreſt, and with her two Companions, 

Having deſcry'd me, ſhriek'd, and fied away, 

Leaving me motionleſs, will Leontine, 

Th' Inſtructor of my Youth, by chance came in, 

And wak'd me from the Wonder that entranc'd me. 
Attic. Behold, my Lord, the Man whom you have 
| nam'd, 

The Harbinger of Prince Varanes here. 

Theo. Oh Leontine ! ten thouſand Welcomes meet thee : 
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Thou Folter father of my tender Youth, . 
Who rear'd the Plant, and prun'd it with ſuch Cate! 1 
How ſhall I look upon thee, who am fallen 


From all the Principles of manlier Reaſon, N 
By thee infus'd, to more than Woman's Weakneſs? 
Now, by the Majeſty Divine, that awes 1 
This ſacred Place, I ſwear you muſt not kneel : | 
And tell me, for I have a thouſazd Things 

To aſk thee; Where, where is my Godlike Friend? 

Is he arriv'd, and ſhall 1 ſee his Face, 


Before Im cloiſter'd from the Werld far ever? 0 
Leurt. tie comes, my Lord, with þ!l th* expecting Joys | | 

Of a yourg promis'd Lover: From his Eyes | he 

Big Hopes look forth, and boilirg Fancy ferms 4 


Nothing 


/ 
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Nothing but Th-ode6u; till before him; 
His Thought, his ev'ry Word, is Thepdoftus. 
Theo. Yet, Leontine, yet anſwer me once more : 
With Tremblings I demand thee 
Say, Haſt thou ſeen? Oh! has that heav'nly Form 
Appear'd to thee again? Bebold he's dumb: 
Proceed then to the ſolemn laſt Farewell ; 
Never was Man fo willing and prepared. 


Enter Varanes, Aranthes, Attendants. 


Vara. Where is my Friend? Oh, where is my Belov'd, 
My Theodofius ? Point him out, ye Gods, 
That I may preſs him dead betwixt my Arms, 
Devour him thus with over-haſty Joys, 

That languiſh at his Breaſt, quite out of Breath, 
And cannot utter more ne 

Theo, Thou mightieſt Pleaſure ! 

Ard greateſt Bleffing, that kind Heav'n could ſend, 
To glad my parting Soul! a thouſand Welcomes ! 
Oh ! when 1 look on thee, new Starts of Glory 
Spring in my Breaſt, and with a backward Bound 

I run the Race of luſty Youth again. 


Vara. By Heav's it joys me too, when I remember 


Our thouſand Paſtimes when we borrow'd Names ; 
Alcides I, and Thou my deareſt The/eus; | 
When thro' the Woods we chas'd the foaming Boar, 
With Hounds that open'd like Theſalian Bulls, 
Like Tigers flu'd, and ſanded as the Shore, 


With Ears, and Chefts, that daſh'd the Morning Dew ; 


Driv'n with Spurt, as Ships are toſt in Storms, 
We ran like Winds, and matchleſs was our Ccurſe : 
Now ſweeping o'er the Limit of a Hill; 
Now with a full Career come thund'rinz down 
The Precipice,. and ſweat along the Wale. 

The). Oh glorious Time! and when the gath rivg 

Clouds 

Have call'd us Home, ſay, Did we reſt, my Brother? 
When oa the Stage, to the admiring Court, 
We ſtrove to repreſent .4/cides) Fury, 
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In all that raging Heat and Pomp of Madneſs, 

With which the ſtately Seneca adorn'd him; 
So lively drawn, and painted with ſuch Horror, 
That we were forc'd to give it o'er ; ſo loud 
The Virgins ſhriek d, ſo faſt they dy'd away. 

Vara. My Theedofius (till ; tis my lov'd Brother; 
And, by the Gods, we'll ſee thoſe Times again! 
Why then has Rumour wrong'd thee, that reported 
Chriſtian Enthufiaſm had charm'd thee from us; 
That, drawn by Prieſts, and werk'd by Melancholy, 
Thou had'ſ laid the golden Reins of Empire down, 
And ſworn thyſe f a Votary for ever. | 

Thee. Tis almoſt true, and had not you arriv'd, 
The ſolemn Buſineſs had by this been ended. 

This I have made the Empreſs of the Eaſt, 
My elder Siſter : Theſe with me retire, 
Devoted to the Pow'r whom we adore. 

Vara. What Pow'r is that, that merits ſuch Oblations ? 
I thought the Sun more great and glorious | 
Than any that &er mingled with the Gods; 

Yet, ev'n to him, my Father never offer'd 

More than a Hecatomb of Bulls and Horſes. 
Now, by thoſe golden Beams that glad the World, 
I ſwear it is to much: For one of theſe, | 
But half ſo bright, our God would drive no more ; 
He'd leave the darken'd Globe, and in ſome Cave 
Enjoy ſuch Charms for ever. 

Attic, My Lord, forbear ! 

Such Language does not ſuit with our Devotion : 
Nothing prophane mult dare to murmur here, 
Nor ſtain the hallow'd Beauties of the Place. 
Yet thus far we muſt yield ; the Emperor 
Is not enough prepar'd to leave the World. 
Vara. Thus low, moſt Rev'rend of this ſacred Place, 
I kneel for Pardon, and am half converted, 
By your Permiſſion, that my Theodofius 
Return to my Embraces ! O, my Brother ! 
Why doſt thou droop ? There will be Time enough 
For Pray'r and Faſting, and religious Vows ; 
Let us enjoy, while yet thou art my own, 2 
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All the Magnificence of Faftern Courts, 
I hate to walk a lazy Life away : 
Let's run the Race which Fate has ſet before us, 
And poſt to the dark Goal. 

Theo. O cruel Deſtiny ! ! 
Why am not | thus too? Oh, my YVaranes! 
Why are theſe coſtly Diſhes ſet before me? 
Why do theſe Sounds of Pleaſure firike my Ears? 
Why are theſe Joys brought to my fick Rememb'rance? 
Who have no Appetite ; but am to Senſe, 
From Head to Foot, all a dead Palſy o'er? 
Va a. Fear not my Friend; all ſhall be well again; 
For I have thouſand Ways, and thouſand Stories, 
To raiſe thee up to Pleafurc : We'll unlock 
Our faſteſt Secrets, ſhed upon each other 5 
Our tend'ſeſt Cares; and quite unbar thoſe Doors 
Which ſhall be ſhut to al! Mankind beſide. 

Attic. Silence and Rev'rence are the Temple's Dues : 
Therefore, while we purſue the ſacred Rites, 
Be theſe obſerv'd, or quit the awful Place. 
Imperial iſters, > of Heaven, 
Anſwer the Succeſſor of Chry/oſtom ; 
Without leaſt Reſervation anſwer me, 
By thoſe harmonious Rules I charg'd ye learn. 


Atticus fing-. 
Attic. Can ſt thou, Marina, leave the Verla, 
The Warld, that is Devotion : Bane : A 
Il bers Crowns are toſt, and Sceptres hur['d, 
Where Luſi and proud Ambition reign ? 


2 Prieſt. Can you your cofily Robes far bear, 
To live with us in pocr Attire ? 
Can you from Courts to Cells repair, 
To fing at Midnight in our Choir ? 


3 Prieſt, Can jou forget your golden Bedi, 
Where you might ſleep bejond the Morn, 
On Mats to A eur Reyal Heads, 


And have jour beauteous Treſſes ſhorn ? 
| Attic, 
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Attic. Can you reſolve to faſt ail Day, | 
And weep and groan to be firgiv'n? 
Can you in broxen Slumbers pray, 
And by Affiction merit Heav'n? 


Chorus. Say, Yotarier, can this be he? 
While we the Grace divine implare, 
The World has loft, tie Battle's wonz 
And Sin ſhall never charm ye move. 


Marina The Gate to Bliſs dors open land, 
fing. And all my Penance is in View; 

The World, upon the other Hand, 

| Cries out, Oh, da not bid adieu ! 


Tet ſacred Sirs, in theſe Extremes, 
Where Pomp and Pride their Glories tell; 
Where Youth and Beauty are the Themes, 
And plead their moving Cauſe ſo well ; 


If aught that's wain my Thoughts poſſeſs, 
Or any Paſſions govern here, 

But what Divinity may bleſs ; 

Ob, may I never enter there! 


Flavilla What! what can Pomp or Glory de? 

fing:, Or what can buman Charms perſuade ? 
That Mind that bas a Heaw'n in View, | 
How can it be by Earth betray d? 4 


No Manarch, full of Youth and Fame, | 
The Toy of Eyes, and Nature's Pride, 
Should once my Thoughts from Heaw'n reclaim, 

Tho' now he a , me for bis Bride. 


Hafle then, Ob haſle! and take us in, 
For aver lock Religion: Door ; 

Secure 1, from the Charms of Sin, 
And let ur fee the World no more, 


Attic, 
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Attic. Hark! bart! behold the heaw'niy Choir: 
ſings. They cleave the Air in bright Attire : 

And ſee, his Lute each Angel brings ! 
And hart, divinely thas be f 
Jo the Power. Divine all Glory be given, 
By Men upon Earth, and Angels in Heaven, 


Scene hut; and all the Priefis, with Marina and 
Flavilla diſappear. 5 


pulch. For ever gone! for ever parted from me! 


Oh! Therdrfeus, till this cruel Moment 


I never knew how tenderly I lov'd em; 
But on this everlaſting Separation, PR 
Methinks my Soul has left me, and my Time 
Of Diſſolution points me to the Grave. 
Theo. Oh! my Yaranes, does not now thy Temper 
Bate ſomething of its Fire? Doſt thou not melt 
In mere Compaſſion of thy Siſter's Fate, 
And cool thytelf with one relenting Thought? : 
Vara. Yes, my dar'd Soul rolls inward ; Melancholy, 
Which I ne'er felt before, now comes upon me; 
And [| begin to loath all human Greatneſs : 
Oh ! figh not then, nor thy hard Fate deplore ! 
For, tis reſolv'd, we will be Kings no more: 
We'll fly all Courts, and Love ſhall be our Guide ; 
Love that's more worth than all the World beſide. 
Princes are barr'd the Liberty to roam : | 
The fetter'd Mind ſtill languiſhes at Home: 
In golden Bands ſhe treads the thoughtful Round : 
Bus'neſs and Cares eternally abound. 
« And, when for Air the Goddeſs would unbind, 
«« She's clogg'd with Sceptres, and to Crowns con- 
TIT” [Exennt. 
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ACT n. SCENE I. 


PuLCHERI1A. 


2 HES E Packets for the Emperor Hinrius, 
& Be ſwift, let th' Agent haſte to Rome — 
+ I hear, my Jalia, that our General 
J & Is from the Gorbs return d with Conqueſt 
S . home. 
Ful. He is, To-day I ſaw him in the Preſence, 
Sharp to the Courtiers, as he ever was, 
Becarſe they went not with him to the Wars: 
To you he bows, and ſues to kiſs your Hand. 
Puleb. He ſhall, my deareſt Julia: Oft I've told thee 
The Secret of my Soul: If &er I marry, | 
Mar:ian's my Hutband ; he's a Man, my Julia, 
Whom I have ſtudied long, and found him perfect: 
Old Rome at ev ry Glance looks through his Eyes, 
And kindles the Beholders ! Some ſharp Atoms 
Run through his Frame, which I could wiſh were oat ; 
He ſickens at the Softneſs ef the Emp'ror, | 
And ſpeaks too freely of our Female Court; 
Then fighs, comparing it with what R:me was. 


Enter Marcian ard Lucius. 


Pulch. Ha! who are theſe that dare profane this Place 
With more than barb'rous Inſolence 

Marc. At your Feet, 
| Behold, I caſt the Scourge of theſe Offenders, 

And kneel to kiſs your Hand, | 

Piulob. Put up your Sword, 
And, Cer I bid you welcome from the Wars, 
Be ſure you clear your Honour of this Rudeneſs ; 
Or, Marcian, leave the Court. 


5 Ma © 
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Whereon | 
This is in ſhort the Truth + I leave the Judgment 
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Marc. Thus then, Madam : | 

The Emperor received me with Affection, 

Embrac'd me for my Conqueſts, and retir'd ; 
When on a ſudden all the gilded Flies 

That buz about the Court, came flutt'ring round me: 
This, with affected Cringes, and minc'd Words, 
Begs me to tell my Tale of Victories; 

W nich!done, he thanks me, flips behind his Fellow, 
Whiſpers him in the Ear, then ſmiles and liſtens, 
While I relate my Story once again : 
A third comes in, and aſks me the ſame Favour; 
Whereon they laugh, while I ftill ignorant 


| Go on; but one behind more impudent, 


Strikes on my Shoulder; then they laugh'd out right: 

But then I, gueſſing the Abuſe too late, 

Return'd my Knight behind a Box o th' Ear; 

Then drew, and briefly told them they were Raſcals, 

They, lau hing ſtill, cry'd out, The Gen ral's muſt; / 
Toe 'em, Madam, as you faw : | 


To your own Juſt ce: If I have done il], 

Sentence me, and I'll leave the Court for ever. 
Puleb. Firſt you are welcome, Marcian, from the Wars; 

And ftill, whene'er Occaſion calls for Arms, | 

Heav'n ſend the Emperor a General, 

Renow'd as Marcian ! As to to what is paſt, 


I think the World will rather praiſe than cenſure 


Pulcheria, when ſhe pardons you the Action. - 
Marc. Gods ! Gods ! and thou great Founder of cid 
Rome ! 1 85 


What is become of all that mighty Spirit, 


That raiſed our Empire to a Pitch io high ? 
Where is it pent? What, but Almighty Power, 
Could thus confine it, that but ſome few Atoms 
Now run through all the Eaſt and Occident ? 
Pulcb. Speak calmly, Marcian 


Marc. Who can be temp'rate, 


That thinks as I do, Madam? Why, here's a Fellow: 


I] have ſeen him fight againſt a Troop of Yandal;, 


In ycur Defence, as if he lov'd to bleed: 
| Come 
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Come to my Arms, my Dear! thou can'ſt not talk, 
But haſt a Soul above the proudeſt of em. 
Oh, Madam, when he has been all over Blood, 
And hack'd withWounds that ſeem'd to mouth hisPraiſes; 
T've ſeen him ſmile {till as he puſh'd Death from him, 
And with his Actions rally diſtant Fate. f 

Pulch. He has a noble Form. 
Marc. Yetev'n this Man, 
That fought ſo bravely in his Country's Cauſe, 
This excellent Man, this Morning, in the Preſence, 
Did J ſee wrong d, before the Emperor; | 
Scorn'd and deſpis'd, becauſe he could not cringe, 
Nor plant his Feet as ſome of them could do. 
One ſaid his clothes were not well made, and damn'd 
His Taylor. — Another ſaid he look d 
As if he had not loſt his Maidenhead. 
If Things are ſuffer'd to be thus, down all 
Authority. Pre-eminence, Degree, and Virtue ; 
Let R-me be never mention'd ; no, i th' Name 
Of all the Gods, be ſhe forgotten ever! 
Effeminate Perfians, and the Lz4ian Softneſo, 
Make all your Fights: Marcian ſhall out no more: 
For, by my Arms, it makes a Wpman of me, 
And my fwol'a Eyes run o'er, to think this Worth, 
This fuller Honour than the whole Court holds, 
Should be ridiculous to Knaves and Fools: 
Should ſtarve for Want of what is n | 
To Life's Convenience : When luxurious Bawds 
are ſo o'ergrown with Fat, and cramm'd with Riot, 
That they can hardly walk without an Engine. 

Pulch. Why did you not inform the Emperor ? 

M.:rc. Becauſe he will not hear me! Alas, good Man, 
He flies from this bad World; and ſtill when Wars 
And Dangers come, he runs to his Devotions, 
To your new Thing, I know not what you call it, 
Which Conflantine began. | 

Pulch. How, Marcian! are not vou 
Of that Religion which the Emp'ror owns? | 

Marc. No, Madam ; if you'll fee my naked Thought, 
Jam not of their Principle, that take 10 

B 2 | A Wrong; 


His very Name already ſhakes the World; 
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A Wrong ; ſo far from bearing with a Foe, 
I would ſtrike firſt, like old Name; I wou'd forth, 
Elbow the neighbouring Nations round about, 

Invade, inlarge my Empire to the Bounds 

Of the too narrow Univerſe. Yes, I own 

'That I deſpiſe your holy Innovations. 

I'm for the Reman Gods, for Fun'ral Piles, 

For mounting Eagles, and the fancy'd Greatneſs 

Of our Forefathers. Methinks my heated Spirit 
Cou'd utter Things worth loſtng of my Head. 

Pulch. Speak freely, Marcian; for I know thee honeſt. 

Marc. Oh, Madam ! long, long may the Emp'ror live! 
But, I muſt ſay, his gentle Diſpoſition 
Suits not, alas! the Oriental Sway: 

Bid him but look on Pharamond : Oh Gods! 
Awake him with the Image of that Spirit, 

Which, like a Pyramid revers'd, is grown 
Ev'n from a Point to the moſt dreadful Greatneſs : 
And ſtill in Perſon heading his firſt Squadrons, 
Like the firſt Cæſar o'er the hardy Gault, 

He ſeemes another Thunder-bolt of War. 

Pulch. 1 oft have blam'd my Brother moſt for this, 
That to my Hand he leaves the State-Aﬀairs: 
And how that ſounds, you know 

Marc. Forgive me, Madam ; 
T think that all the Greatneſs of your Sex, 
Rome's Clelia, and the fam'd Semiramis, 
With all the Amazonian Valour too, 

Meet in Pulcheria: Yet, I ſay, forgive me, 
If with Reluctance I behold a Woman 
Sit at the Empire's Helm, and fteer the World. 

Pulch. I ſtand rebuk'd 

Marc. Mark but the growing French, 

The moſt auſpicious Omen of their Greatneſs, 
That I can gueſs, is their late Saligue Law, 
Bleſs'd by their Prieſts, their Salli, and pronounc'd 
Ta ftand for ever; which excludes all Women 
From the Imperial Crown: But, Oh! I ſpeak 
The leaſt of all thoſe infinite Grievances, 


Whick 
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Which make the Subjects murmur : In the Army, 
 Tho' I proceeded ſtill like Hannibal, 
And puniſh'd ev'ry Mutineer with Death; 
Vet, Oh! it ſtabbed me through and through the Soul 
To paſs the Wretches Doom, becauſe I knew -, 
Wich Juſtice they complain'd ; for hard they fought, 
And with their Blood earn'd that forbidden Bread, 
Which ſome at Court, and great ones, though un-nam'd, 
Caſt to their Hounds, while the poor Soldiers ſtarv'd — 
Pulch. Your Pity too, in mournful Fellowſhip, 
No doubt might ſooth their Murmurs. 
Marc. Yes, it did. | 
That [ might put 'em once again in Heart, 
I faid 'twas true, the Emp'ror was to blame, 
Who dealt too coldly with his faithful Servants, 
And paid their great Arrears by Second band: 
I promis'd too, when we return'd to Court, 
Things ſhould be mended —— 3 
Put how ! Oh Gods! forgive my Blood this Tranſport! 
To the eternal Shame of Female Counſels ! 
And to the Blaſt of Theods/izs' Name, 
Whom never warlike Chronicle ſhall mention ! 
Ob, let me ſpeak it with a Roman Spirit, 
We were received like undone . 
By curſt ungrateful Stewards, with cold Looks, 
Who yet got all by thoſe poor Wretches Ruin; 
Like MalefaQors, at the Hands of Juſlice. 
I bluſh, I almeſt weep with burſting Rage 
If thus receiv'd, how paid our long Arrears ! 
Why, as entruſted Miſers pay the Rights 
Of helpleſs Widows, or the Orphans Tears. 
Oh Soldier ! for to thee, to thee I ſpeak it, 
| Bawds for the Drudgery of Citizens Wives, 
Would better pay debilitated Stallions. 
Madam, I've ſaid perhaps too much: If ſo, 
It matters not; for he who lies, like me, 
On the hard Ground, is ſure to fall no further. 
Pulch. I've given you patient Hearing honeſt Marcian, 
And, as far as [ can ſee into your Temper, 
| | B 3 I ſpeak 


30 THEODOSIUS: Or, 


I ſpeak my ſerious Judgment in cold Blood, 
With ſtriteft Conſultation on the Matter; 
I think, this ſeeming plain and honeſt Marcian 
An exquiſite and moſt notorious Traitor, 
Marc. Ha! Traitor ! 
Pulkh. Yes, a moſt notorious Traitor. 
Marc, Your Grandfather, whoſe Frown could awe 
the World, X | 
Would not have call'd me fo — or if he had 
| Puleb. You would have taken it—But to the Bus'neſs ; 
Was't not enough, Oh Heav'n ! thou know'ſt too much! 
At firſt to own yourſelf an Infidel, | 
A bold Contemner, ev'n to Blaſphemy, 
Of that Religion which we all profels ; 
For which your Heart's beſt Blood can ne'er ſuffice ; 
But you muſt dare, with a ſeditious Army, 
Thus to conſpire againſt the Emperor 
I mention not your Impudence to me, 
"Taxing the Folly of my Government 
Ev'n to my Face; ſuch an Irreverence, 
As ſure no barb'rous Vandal would have urg'd ; 
Peſide your libelling all the Court, as if 
Lou had engroſs d the whole World's Honeſty ; 
And Flatt'rers, Fools, and Sycophants, and Enaves, 
Such was your Language, did inhabit here. | 
Marc. You wreſt my honeſt Meaning, by the Gods 
You do; and if you thus go on, 1 feet” 
My firuggling Spirit will no longer bear it. 
Palch., I thought the Meaning of all rational Men 
Should ſtill be gather'd out of their Diſcouſle : 
Nor are you ſo imprudent, without thinking, | 
To vent ſuch Words, tho' now you fain would hide it. 
You find the Guilt, and balk the Accuſation : 
But think not you ſhall ſcape fo eaſily. 
Once more I do confront you, as a Traitor; 
And, as I am entruſted with full Pow'r, 
Diveſt you, in the Name of Theodeſius, 
Of all your Offices, Commiſſions, Honour; 
Command you leave the Court within three Days, 
Loyal, plain-dealing, honeſt Marcian. 1 
| arc, 
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Marc. Gods! Gods! 

Puch. What now! ha! does the Traitor murmur ? 
If in three Days ; mark me, *tis I that doom thee ; 
Raſh inconſiderable Man, a Wretch beneath 
The 'Torments I could execute upon thee ; 
If after three Days Space thou'rt found in Court, 
Thou dy'ſt; thy Head, thy Head ſhall pay the Forfeit. 
Farewel ; now rage, now rail, and curſe the Court 
Saucily dare t' abuſe the beſt of Princes, 
And let thy lawleſs Tongue laſh all it can ; 
Do !ike a Madman rave; deplore thy Fortune, 
While Pages laugh at thee. Then haſte to th' Army, 
Grow popular, and lead the Multiiude; 
Preach up thy Wrongs, and drive the giddy Beat 
To kick at Cæſar. Nay, If thou weep'ſt, I'm gone. 
On Julia! if I ſtay, I ſhall weep too 

Yet tis but juſt, that I the Heart ſhauld ſee 

Of him who once muſt lord it over me. | 

| | [ Exit Pelch. Cc. 

Luc, Why do you droop, Sir—=Come no more 0'this: 

You are, and ſhall be, ftill our General; 

Say but the Word, I'll fill the Hippodrome 

With Squadrons that ſhall make the Emp'ror tremble: 
We'll firee the Court about his Ears. 

Methinks, like Junius Brutus, I have watch'd 

An Opportunity, and now it comes : 

Few Words and I are Friends; but, noble NMarcian, 
If yet thou art not more than General, 

Ere Dead of Night, ſay Lucius is a Coward. 

Marc. I charge thee in the Name of all the Gods, 
Come back: I charge thee by the Name of Friend. 
All's well, and I rejoice I am no Gen'ral. 

But huſh ! within three Days we muſt be gone: 
And then, my Friend, farewel to Ceremony. 
We'll fly to ſome far diſtant lonely Village, 
Forget our former Sta:e, and breed with Slaves : 
Sweat in the Eye of Day, and when Night comes, 
With Bodies coarſely filled, and vacant Souls, 
Sleep like the labour'd Hinds, and never think 
For if I think again, I ſhall go mad, 
| | B 4 | Enter 
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Exnter Leontine and Athenais, Ec. 


Therefore no Thought. But ſee, we're interrupted. 
Oh Court! Oh Emperor! yet let Death threaten, 
I'll find a Time. Till then be ſtill my Soul 
No Gen'ral now | a Member cf thy Country, 
Lut molt corrupt ; therefore to be cut off, 
Loyal, plain-dealing, honeſt Marcian ! 
A Slave, a Traitor, Oh y' eternal Gods! ¶ Exeunt. 
Leont. So, 4thenair, now our Compliment 
To the young Perfian Prince is at an End: 
What then remains, but that we take our Leave, 
And bid him everlaſtingly farewel? 
Athen. My Lord! 
Leon. I ſay that Decency requires 
We ſhould be gone ; nor, can you ſtay with Honour. 
Athen. Moſt true, my Lord. 
Leent, The Court is new at Peace, 
The Emp'ror's Sitters are retir'd for ever. 
And he himſelf compos'd : What hinders then, 
But that we bid adieu to Prince Yaranes ? 
Athen. Ah, Sir, why will you break my Heart? 
Leent. I would not. 
Thou art the only Comfort of my Age: 
Like an old Tree I ſtand amongſt the Storms; 
Thou art the only Limb that I have left me; [She bneels, 
My dear green Branch ! And how I prize thee, Child, 
tleav'n only knows! Why doft thou kneel and weep? 
Athen. Becauſe you are ſo good, and will, I hope, 
Forgive my Fault, who firſt occaſion'd it. 
Leont. I charg'd thee to receive and hear the Prince. 
Athen. You did, and, O my Lord ! I heard too much ; Z 
Too much I fear for my eternal Quiet. 
Leont., Riſe, Athenais ! credit him who bears 
More Years than thou: Yaranes has deceiv'd thee. 
Athen, How do we differ then? You judge the Prince 
Impious and baſe ; while I take Heav'n to witneſs, 
think him the moſt virtuous of Men: 
Therefore take Heed, my ys" how you nes | = 
ore 
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Before you make the Trial. Alas ! Farare:, 
If thou art falſe, there's no ſuch Thing on Earth 
As ſolid Goodneſs, or ſubſtantial Honour. 

A thouſand Times, my Lord, he has {worn to give me 
(And I believe his Oaths) his Crown and Empire, 
That Day I make him Maſter of my Heart. 
 Leont. That Day he'll make thee Miſtreſs of his Power, 
Which carries a foul Name among the Vulgar. 

No, Athenais, let me ſec thee dead, 

Borne a pale Corpſe, and gently laid in Earth; 
So I may ſay, ſhe's chaſte, and dy'd a Virgin, 
Rather than view thee with theſe wounded Eyes 
Seated upon the Throne of I/ gerdes, 

The Blaſt of common Tongues, the Nobles Scorn, 
The Fathers Curſe ; that is, the Prince's Whore. 
Atben. Oh horrid Suppolition ! how I deteſt it! 
Be Witneſs Heav'n, that ſees my ſecret Thoughts ! 
Have I for this, my Lord, been taught by you 
The niceſt Juſtice, and ſevereſt Virtue : 
To fear no Death, to know the End of Life, 
And with long Search diſcern the higheſt Good ? 
No, Athenais ! when the Day beholds thee 
So ſcandalouſly rais'd, Pride caſt thee down, 

The Scorn of Honour and the People's Prey ! 

No, cruel Lrontine, not to redeem 


That aged Head from the deſcending Axe, 


Not tho' I ſaw thy trembling Body rack'd, 

Thy Wrinkles all about thee fill'd with Blood, 

Would I for Empire, to the Man I love, 

Be made the Object of unlawful Pleaſure. 
Leent. Oh, greatly ſaid ? And, by the Blood which 

warms me, 

Which runs as rich as any Athens holds! 

It would improve the Virtue of the World, 

If ev'ry Day a thouſand Votaries, 

And thouſand Virgins, came from far to hear thee! 
Atihen. Look down, ye Pow'rs ; take Notice, we obey 

The rigid Principles ye have infus'd ; 

Vet, Oh, my noble Father, to convince you, 

Since you will have it ſo, propoſe a Marriage]: 


| 
| 
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Tho' with the | hought I'm cover'd o'er with Bluſhes : 
Not that I doubt the Prince; that were to doubt 


The Heav'ns themſelves. I know he is all Truth: 


But Modeſty ————— 
The V irgin's troubleſome and conſtant Gueſt, 
That, that alone forbids - — 

Lent. I wiſh to Heav'n 


There prove no greater Bar to my Bel'ef. 
Behold the Prince. I will retire awhile, 


And, when Occaſion calls, come to thy Aid. [ Ex. Leon. 
1 5 Enter Varanes and Aranthes. 


Vara. To fix her on the Throne, to me ſeems little. 
Were I a God, yet would I raiſe her bigher ; 
This is the Nature of thy Prince. But Oh 
As to the World, thy Judgment ſoars above me, 


And TI am dar's, with this Gigantic Honour; 
Glory forbids her Proſpect to a Crown; 


Nor muſt ſhe gaze that Way: My haughty Soul, 
That Day when ſhe aſcends the Throne of Grun, 
Will leave my Body pale, and to the Stars 
Retire in Bluſhes, and quite loſt for ever. 

Aran, What Co you purpole"then ? 

Vara. I know not what; 5 
But, ſee, ſhe comes, the Glory of my Arms, 
The only Bus'neſs of my inſtant Thought, 
I. y Soul's beſt Joy, and all my true Repoſe. 


i ſwear J cannot bear theſe ſtrange Deſires, 


{ heie flrong Impulſes, which will ſhortly leave me 
Deed at thy Feet = — 

£1%:n, What have you found, my Lord, 
In me ſo harſh or cruel, that you fear 
To ſpeak your Griefs ? 

Lara. Firſt let me kneel and ſwear, 
And on thy Hand ſeal my religious Vow ; 
Strait let the Breath of Gods b:ow me from Farth, 
Swept from the Book of Fame, forgotten ever, 
If I prefer thee not, O Atbenais, 
10 all he Perjan Greatneſs 


Aid er. 
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Aiben. I believe you: 

For I have heard you ſwear as much before. 
Vara. Haſt thou ? Oh, why did I ſwear again? 
But that my Love knew nothing worthier of thee, 

And could no better Way expreſs my Paſſion, 
Athen. O riſe, my Lord - — 
Vara. I will do every Thing 
Which Atbenais bids : If there be more 
In Nature to convince thee of my Love, 
Whiſper it, Oh ſome God, into my Ear; 
And on her Breaſts thus to her liſt' ning Soul 
I'll breathe the Inſpiration. Wilt thou not ſpeak ? 
What! but one Sigh, no more! can that ſuffice 
For all my vaſt Expence of prodigal Love ? 
Oh Athenais, what ſhall I ſay or do, 
To gain the Thing I wiſh ? 
Atben. What's that, my Lord? 5 
Vara. Thus to approach thee flill; thus to behold 
Yet there is more — ſthee =» 
Athen, My Lord, I dare not hear you. 
Fara. Why doit thou frown at what thou doſt no: 
know ? | - | 
Tis an Imagination which ne'er pierc'd thee ; 
Yet as 'tis raviſhing, 'tis full of Honour | 
Athen. I muſt not doub: you, Sir: But, Oh, I tremble, 
To think, if Jaigerdes ſhould behold you, 
Should hear you thus proteſting to 3 Maid 
Of no Degree, but Virtue, in the World ——- 
Vara. No more of this, no more; for I diſdain 
All Pomp, when thou art by: Far be the Noite 
Of Kings and Courts from us, whole gentle Souls 
Our kinder Stars have ſteer'd another Way! 
Free as the Foreſt-Birds, we'll pair together, 
Without rememb'ring who our Fathers were, 
Fly to the Arbours, Grots, and flow'ry Neat, 
And in ſoft Murmurs interchange our Souls; 
Together drink the Cryſtal of the Stream, 
Or taſte the yellow Fruit which Autumn yields; 
And, when the golden Ev'ning calls us Home, 
Wing to our dewuy elk, and Sleep ii Morn. 
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_ Mihen, Ah Prince ! no more, Forbear, Forbear, to 
charm me, 55 

Since I am doom'd to leave you, Sir, for ever. 
Vara. Hold, Athenais — 


Atben. I know your royal Temper, 
And that high Honour reigns within your Breaſt, 
Which would diſdain to waſte ſo many Hours 
With one of humble Blood compar'd to you ; 
Unleſs ftrong Paſſion ſway d your Though:s to love her. 
Therefore receive, O Prince! and take it kindly, 
For none on Earth but you could win it from me, 
Receive the Gift of my eternal Love; 
"Tis all I can beſtow, nor is it little; 
For ſure a Heart ſo coldly chaſte as mine, NE 
No Charms but yours, my Lord, could e er have warm'd 
Fara. Well — you made Amends by this laſt Com- 
ore, 
For the cold Dart you ſhot at me before, 
For this laſt Goodneſs, Oh, my Athenais / 
{For now methinks, I ought to call you Mine!) 
I empty all my Soul in Thanks before you : 

Yet oh! one Fear remains; like Death it chills me; 
Why my relenting Love did talk of parting! | 
Athen. Look there, and ceaſe your Wonder: I have 

{worn | 


Tobey my Father; and he calls me hence — 
Enter Leontine. 


Fara, Ha, Leantine! by which of all my AGions 
Have I fo deeply injur'd thee, to merit 
The ſmarteſt Wound Revenge could form to end me? 
Leont. Aniwver me now, O Prince! for Vutne 
prompts me, | 
Ani Honeſty will dally now no longer. 
What can the End of all this Paſſion be? 
Glory requires this ſtrict Account, and aſks 
What you intend at laſt to 4thenars ? 
Jara. How, Leontine ! 


Leon. You ſaw her, Sir, at Atbens; ſaid you lov'd her. 
I charg'd her humbly to receive the Honour, 
And hear your Paſſion. Has ſhe not, Sir, obey'd me? 
Fara, She has, I thank the Gods ; but whether 
would'it thou ? 
Leont. Having reſolv'd to viſit TBhc½tlcQ. 

You ſwore you would not go without my Daughter; 

Whereon I gave Command, that ſhe ſhould follow. 
Pes. Yes, Leontine, my old Remembrancer, 

Moſt learn'd of all Philoſophers, you did. | 
Leont, Thus long ſhe has attended; you have ſeen 
| her, | 

Sounded her Virtues, and her Imperfections; 
Therefore, dread Sir, forgive this bolder Charge 
Which Honour ſounds ; and now let me demand you— 

Vara. Now help, 4rarthes, or I'm daſh'd for ever. 
Aran. Whatever happens, Sir. diſdain the Marriage. 
Leant. Can your high Thoughts ſo far forget them- 
ſelves, | | CE 

T'admit this humble Virgin for your Bride? 

Fara. Ha! | 


Athen, He bluſhes, Gods ! and ſtammers at the 


| Queſtion. | 
Leont. Why do you walk, and chafe yourſelf, my 


The Buſineſs is not much. ILord? 


Vara. How, Leontine ! 
Not much! I know that ſhe deſerves a Crown; 
Yet tis to Reaſon much, tho' not to Love. 
And ſure the World would bluſh to ſee the Daughter 
Of a Philoſopher on the Throne of Cyrus. 
Athen. Undone for ever ! 
Leon. Is this your Anſwer, Sir ? 
Vara. Why doſt thou urge me thus, and puſh me to 
The very Brink of Glory? Where, alas 
J look, and tremble at the vaſt Deſcent : 
Vet even there, to the vaſt Bottom, down 
My raſh Adventurer Love would have me leap, 
And graſp my Athenais with my Ruin. 
Leont. Tis well, my Lord 
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Vara. Why doſt thou then provoke me? 
I thought that Per/ia's Court had Store of Honour 
To ſatsify the Height of thy Ambition. 
Beſides, old, my Love is too well grown, 
To want a Tutor for his good Behaviour : 
What he will do him, he will do of himſelf, 
And not be taught by ou — 
Leont. I know he will not 
Fond Tears, away ! I know, I know he will not; 
But he would buy, with his old Man's Preferment, 
My Daughter for your Whore. | 
Vara. Away, I ſay ! my Soul diſdains the Motion 
 Leont. The Motion of a Marriage; yes, I ſee it: 
Your angry Looks, and haughty Words, betray it: 
I found it at the firſt, I thank you, Sir, 
Yau have at laſt rewarded your old Tutor 
For all his Cares, his Watchings, Services. 
Yet, let me tell you, Sir, this humble Maid, 
This Daughter of a poor Philoſopher, | 
Shall, if the pleaſe, be ſeated on a Throne 
As high as that of the immortal Cyrus. | 
Vara. I think that Age, and deep Philoſophy, 
Have crack'd thy Brain: Farewell, old Leontine ; 
Retire to reſt ; and when this brawling Humour 
Is rock'd aſleep, I'll meet my Atbenais, 
And clear the Accounts of Love, which thou haſt blot- 
ted. (Exit. 
Leont. Old Leontine! perhaps I'm mad indeed. 
But hold my Heart, and let that folid Virtue, - 
Which I io long ador'd, ſtill keep the Reins. 
O A:henai:! But I will not chide thee : 
Fate is in all our Actions; and methinks, 
At leaſt a Father judges fo, it has 
Rebuk'd thee ſmartly for thy Eaſineſs : 
There is a Kind of mournful Eloquence | 
In thy dumb Grief, which ſhames all clam'rous Sorrow. 
Atben. Alas! my Breaſt is full of Death l methinks 
J fear ev'n you —— 


Leont. Why ſhouldſt thou fear thy Father? 
A ben. 
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Athen. Becauſe you have the Figure of a Man 
Is there, O ſpeak, a Poffibility 
To be forgiv'n ? | 

Leont. Thy Father does forgive thee, 

And Honour will ; but on this hard Conditien, 
Never to {ee him more — 
Athen. See him ! Oh Heavens 
Test. Unleſs it be, my Daughter, to upbraid him: 

Not tho' he ſhould repent, and ttrait return, 
Nay, proffer thee bis Crown No more of that. 
Honour too cries, revenge, revenge thy Wrongs, 
Revenge thyſelf, revenge thy injured Father. 
For 'tis Revenge ſo wiſe, ſo glorious too, 
As all the World ſhall praiſe — 

Atben Oh, give me Leave; 

For yet I am all Tenderneſs: The Woman, 
The weak, the mild, the fond, the coward Woman, 
Dares not look forth ; but runs about my Breait, 
And viſits all the warmer Manſions there, 
Where ſhe ſo oft has harbour'd falſe Faranes, 
Cruel Yarans ! falſe forſworn Yaranes! 
| Leon. Is this forgetting him? Is this the Courſe 
Which Honour bids thee take ? 

Aben. Ah, Sir, allow 
A little Time for Love to make his Way : 

Hardly he won the Place, and many Sighs, 

And many Tears, and theuſand Oaths it coſt him. 
And Oh ! I find he will not be diflodg'd 

Without a Groan at parting hence for ever. 

No, no! he vows he will not yet be rais'd 

Without whole Floods of Grief at his Farewell, 
Which thus I ſacrifice: And Oh! I ſwear, 

Had he prov'd true, I would as eaſily 

Have empty'd all my Blood, and dy'd to ſerve him, 
As now I ſhed theſe Drops, or vent theſe dighs, 
To ſhew how well, how perfectly I lyo'd him. 

Leont. No Woman ſure, but thou, ſo low in Fortune, 
Therefore the Nobler is thy fair Example, 
Would thus have griev'd, becauſe a Prince ador'd her; 
Nor will it be believ'd in After-times, 


: 
1 
L 
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That there was ever ſuch a Maid in being: 
Yet do I ſtill adviſe, preſerve thy Virtue ; 
And fince de does diſdain thee for his Bride, 
Scorn thou to be — | 
A ben. Hold, Sir, oh! hold, forbear : 
For my nice Soul abhors the very Sound ; 
Yet with the Shame of that, and the Deſire 
Of an immortal Name, I am infpir'd ! 
All kinder Thoughts are fled for ever from me; 
All Tenderneſs, as if I ne'er had lov'd, 
Has left my Boſom colder than the Grave. 
Leont, Oh, Athenais! on; tis bright before thee, 


| Purſue the Track, and thou ſhalt be a Star. : 


Athen. Oh, Leontine, I ſwear, my noble Father, 
That I will Rarve, e er once forego my Virtue : 
And thus let's join to contradict the World: 


That Empire could not tempt a poor old Man 


To ſell his Prince the Honour of his Daughter: 
And ihe too match'd the Spirit of her Father ; 
Tho' humbly born, and yet more humbly bred, 
She for her Fame refu:'d a Royal Bed; 
Who, tho' ſhe lov'd, yet did put off the Hour, 
Nor could her Virtue be betray'd by Pow'r. 
Patterns like theſe will guilty Courts improve, 
And teach the bair to bluſh at conſcious Love: 
Then let all Maids for Honour come in view, 
If any Maid can more for Glory do. 


 Exeunt, 
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ACT 1 USUCENE L 
Enter Varanes and Aranthes. 


| VaRANES. | 


Nou to my Arms, my faithful, dear 


K * K. Aranthes, 
G Soft Counſellor, Companion of my Youth. 

n 1 If I me _ _ ſure, 

| With the Diſtradion that ſurrounds m 

k Woolf If Heart, ** 
My Hand would have rebell'd againft his Maſter, 
And done a Murder here. 

Aranth. The Gods forbid. 

Vara. I ſwear, I preſs thee with an hearty Joy, 
As ever fearful Bride embrac'd her Man, 
When from a Dream of Death ſhe wak d, and found 
Her Lover ſafe, and ſleeping by her Side. : 
4Hranth, The Cauſe, my Lord? | 

Vara. Early thou know'ſ laſt Night I went to reſt: 
But long, my Friend, e er Slumber clos'd my Eyes, 
Long was the Combat fought. 'twixt Love and Glory ; 
The Fever of my Paſſion burnt me up; 
My Pangs grew ſtronger, and my Rack was doubled ; 
My Bed was all afloat with the cold Drops, 
That mortal Pain wrang from my lab'ring Limbs ; 
My Groans more deep than others dying Gaſps; 
Therefore, I charge thee, haſte to her Apartment; 
I do conjure thee, tell her, tell her all 
My Fears can urge, or Fondneſs can invent. 
Tell her how I repent, ſay any Thing; 
For any Thing I'll do to quench my Fires; 
Say, I will marry her now on the Inſtant : 
Say all that I would ſay; yet in the End 
My Love ſhall make it more than Gods can utter. 
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Aranth. My Lord, both Leentine and ſhe are gone 
From their Apartment — 
Vara. Ha ! gone, ſay'ſt thou ! whither ? 
Aranth, That was my whole Employment all this 
Day. 
But, Sir, I grieve to ſpeak it, they have left 
No Tra& behind for Care to find em out: 
Nor, is it poſſibleoq j —— 
Fus. It is, it aal; 
Til ſtruggle with Impoſſibilities, _ 
To find my Athenait: Not the Walls 
Of 4:hens, nor of Thebes, ſhall hide her from me, 
I'll bring the Force of all my Father's Arms, 
And lay em waſte, but I'll redeem my Love. 
Oh, L/ontine! moroſe old Leontine ! 
Thou mere Philoſopher ! Oh, cruel Sage, 
Who, for one haſty Word, one chol'ric Doubt, 
H aſt turn'd the Scale: Tho' in the ſacred Balance 
My Life, my Glory, and my Empire, hung ! | 
Arantb. Moſt ſure, my Lord, they are retir'd to Athens, 
I will ſend Poſt To-night 
Vara. No, no Aranthes : 
Prepare my Chariots ; for ['l] go in Perſon. 
I ſwear, till now, till I began to fear 
Some other might enjoy my Athenai:, 
] ſwear I did not know how much I lov'd her. 
But let's away: I'll to the Emperor; 
Thou to the haſty Management of my Bus'neſs: 
Prepare; To day I'll go, To-day III find her: 
No more: I'll take my Leave of Thradeſius, 
And meet thee on the Hippodrome. Away : 
Let the wild Hurry of thy Maſter's Love 
Make quick thy Apprehenſion: Haſte, and leave me. 
| [Excun: „ 
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SCENE Il. 


Pulcheria, Atticus, Leontine, Y:taries leading Athenais 
in Proceſſion after her Baptiſm, to be confirm'd, 


_ Atticus ſings. 


0h Chryſoſtom ! lot down and ſce 
An Off ring worthy Heav' and thee ! 
Ss rich the Victim, bright and fair, 
That ſbe on Farth appears a Star. 
Chor. Eudoſia zs the Virgin's Name, 
And After-Times Sall fing her Fame. 


Atticus Lead her, Votarics, lead her in: 
fings. Her holy Birth does now begin. 
1 Votary. In humble Weeds, but clean Array, 
Your Hours ſhall feeetly paſs aavay; 
And when the Rites Divine are paſt, 
To pleaſant Gardens yeu ſhall haſie. 
2 Votary, Where many a fliw'ry Bed we have, 
Dat Emblem /till to each a Graue; 
| And uben within the Stream we look, 
With Tears we uſe to ſwell the Brock : 
But Oh, when in the liquid Glaſs 
Our Heaw'n appears, we figh to paſs ! 
Chor. For Heaw'n alone wwe are defign'd ; 
And all Things bring our Heav'n to Mind. 


Atben. O Princeſs! O moſt worthy of the World, 
That is ſubmitted by its Emperor [ Knee, 

To your moſt wiſe and providential Sway! 

What Greet or Roman Eloquence can paint 

The Rapture and Devotion of my Soul! 

I am adopted yours; you are my Goddeſs, 

That have new-form'd, new-moulded my Conceptions, 

And by the Platform of a Work Divine, | 

New-fram'd, new-built me to your own Defires ; 

Thrown all the Lumber of my Paſſions out, 


And 


nnn 
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And made my Heart a Manſion of Perfection; 
Clean as an Anchorite's Grot, or Vot'ry's Cell, 
And ſpotleſs as the Glories of his Steps, | 
Whom we far off adore! 

Pulch, Riie, Eudeſia, 
And let me fold my Chriſtian in my Arms : 
With this dear Pledge of an eternal Love, 
J ſeal thce, O Ewudojia! mine for ever, 


Accept bleſt Charge, the Vows of my Affection: 


For, by the ſacred Friendſhip that I give thee, 
I think that Heav'n by Miracle did ſend thee, 
To eaſe my Cares, to help me in my Counſels, 


To be my Siſter, Partner in my Bed; 
And equally, thro' my whole Courſe of Life, 
To be the better Part of thy Pu/ckeria, 


And ſhate my Griefs and Joys. 
Atben. No, Madam, no; 3 | 
Excuſe the Cares that this ſad Wretch muſt bring you ; 


On, ra her let me leave the World for ever: 


Or, if 1 muſt partake your Royal Secrets, 


If you reſolve to load me with fuch Honour, 


Let it be far from Cities, far from Courts, 


| Where I may fly all human Converſa ion; 


Where I may never ſee, nor hear, nor name, 
Nor think, nor dream, O Heav'n ! if poſſible, 


Of Mankind more. 


Pulch. What now ! in Tears, Eadſia? 
Athen. Far from the Guilt of Palaces, oh ſend me 
Drive me, oh drive me from the Traitor Man! | 

So I might ſcape that Monſter, let me dwell 

In Lions Haunts, or in ſome Tiger's Den; 
Place me on ſome ſteep, craggy, ruin d Rock, 
That bellies out, juſt dropping in the Ocean; 
Bury me in the Hollow ot its Womb, 

Where, ſtarving on my cold and flinty Bed, 

I may from far, with giddy Apprehenſion, 

See infinite Fathoms down the rumbling Deep, 


Vet not ev'n there, in that vaſt Whirl of Death, 


Can there be found ſo ter:ible a Ruin 
As Man, falſe Man, ſmiling deſtructive Man. PR 
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Pulch, Then thou haſt lov'd, Eadaſia, Oh, my Siſter! 
Still nearer to my Heart, ſo much the dearer : 
Becauſe our Fates are like, and Hand in Hand 
Our Fortunes lead us thro' the Maze of Life : 
I'm glad that thou haſt lov'd ; nay, lov'd with Danger; 
Since thou haſt ſcap'd the Ruin—Methinks it lightens 
The Weight of my Calamities, that thou 
(In all Things elſe ſo perfect and divine) 
Art yet akin to my Infirmity, 
And bear ſt thy Part in Love's melodious Ill: 
Love, that, like Bane perfum'd, infects the Mind; 
That ſad Delight that charms all Womankind. 
Athen. Yes, Madam, I confeſs that Love has charm'd 


me, 
But never ſhall again. No, I renounce him; 
Inſpire me all the Wrongs of abus'd Women, 
All you that have been cozen'd by falſe Men ; 
See what a ſtrict Example I will make: 
But for the Perjuries of one J will revenge ye 
For all that's paſt, that's preſent, and to come. 
Pulco, Oh, theu fas more than the moſt maſculine 
Vi tue! 

Where, our Area! where, oh, drowning Brightneſs, 
Where haft thou been ſo long ? Let me again 
Proteſt my Admiration, and my Love; 
Let medeclare aloud, while thou art here, 
While ſuch clear Virtue ſhines within our Circle, 
Vice ſhall na more appear within the Palace, 

But hide her dazled Eyes, and this be call'd 
The holy Court : But, lo! the Emp'ror comes. 


Enter Theodoſius and Attendant: . 


Beauty, like thine, may drive that Form away, 

That has ſo long entranc'd his Soul — My Lord — 
Th:od. If yet, alas! I might but hope to ſee her; 

But, Oh, forgive me, Heav'n, this wilder Start, 

That thus would reach Impoſlibility : 

No, no, I never muſt behold her more; 
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As well my Atticus might raiſe the Dead, 
As Leontine ſhould charm that Form in View. 

Pulch. My Lord, I come to give your Grief a Cure, 
With purer Flames to draw that cruel Fire 
That tortar'd you ſo long —— Behold this Virgin 
The Daughter of your Tutor Leontine. 


bead. Ha 
Pulcb. She is your Siſter's Charge, and made a 
Chriſtian 3 | | | 


And Athenais is Eudeſia now. 

Be ſure a fairer never grac'd Religion, 

And for her Virtue ſhe tranſcends Example, 

Ded. O all ye Bleſt above, how can this be? | 

Am T awake ? Or is this poſſible ? [Athen. #neels. 
Pulch. She kneels, my Lord: Will you not go and 

raiſe her? 1 1 

Ppeod. Nay, do thou raiſe her; for I'm rooted here: 

Yet if laborious Love and Melancholy | 

Have not o'ercome me, and quite turn'd me mad, 

It muſt be ſhe, that naked dazzling Swcetneſs! 

The very Figure of that Morning Star, 

That dropping Peals, and ſhedding dewy Beams, 

Fled from the greedy Waves when I approach'd ; 

Anſwer me, Liontine; am I diftrated ? 

Or is this true ? By thee in all Encounters 

I will be rul'd, in Temperance and W:ldneſs : 

When Reaſon claſhes with Extravagance ; 

But ſpeak 

| Leone. "Tis true, my Lord; this is my Daughter, 

Whom I conceal'd in Per ſia from all Eyes 

But yours, when Chance directed you that Way. 

 Thed. He ſays tis true: Why then this heartleiz 

| Carriage? 

Oh, were I Proof againft the Darts of Love, 

And cold to Beauty, as the Marble Lover 

That lies, without a Thought, upon his Tomb; 

Would not this glorious Dawn of Life run thro' me, 

And waken Death itſelf ? — Why am I flow then ? 

What hinders now, but that in Spite of Rules 


I | 
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T burſt thro' all the Bands of Death that hold me, [ H- 
And fly with ſuch a Haſte to that Appearance, H#ree/s. 
As bury'd Saints ſhall make at the laſt Summons ? 

Athen. The Emp'ror at my Feet ! O Sir! forgive me; 
Drown me not thus with everlaſting Shame. 

Both Heaven and Earth muſt bluſh at ſuch a View : 
Nor can I bear it longer _ 
Lean. My Lord, ſhe is unworthy oomommmmnmm_—w_w 

Dead. Ha! what ſay'ſt thou, Leontine / | 
. Unworthy ! O thou Atheiſt to Perfection! 
All that the blooming Earth could ſend forth fair; 
All that the gaudy Heav'ns could drop down glorious ! 
Unworthy ſay ſt thou! Wert thou not her Father, 
I ſwear I would revenge—But haſte, and tell me; 
For Love like mine will bear no ſecond Thought ; 
Can all the Honours of the Orient, 
Thus ſacrific'd with the moſt pure Affection, 
With ſpotleſs Thoughts, and languiſhing Deſires, 
Obtain, O Leontine, (the Crown at lait) , 
To thee I ſpeak, thy Daughter to my Bride ? 

Leon. My Lord, the Honour bears ſuch Eſtimation, 
It calls the Blood into my aged Cheeks, 
And quite o erwhelms my Daughter with Confuſion ; 
Who, with her Body proſtrate on the Earth, 
Ought to adore you for the proffer'd Glory. 

The:d. Let me embrace and thank thez, O kind 
WS Heav'n! | | : 
O Mtticus! Pulcheria! O my Father! 
Was ever Change like mine? Run thro' the Streets ; 
Who waits there? Run, and, loud as Fame can ſpeak, 
With Trumpet Sounds proclaim your Emp'ror's Joy, 
And as of old, on the great Feſtival 

Of her they call the Mother of the Gods, 

Let all Work ceaſe; at leaſt, an oaken Garland 
Crown each Plebeian Head: Let ſprightly Bowls 
Be dol'd about, and the tols'd Cymbals ſound : 
Tell them, their much lamented Theodoſtus 

By Miracle is brought from Death to Life ; 

His Melancholy's gone, and now once more 

He ſhall appear at the State's Helmlagain; 


Nor 


— 0 
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Nor fear a Wreck, while this bright Star directs us; 
For while ſhe ſhines, no Sands, no ſcouring Rocks 
Shall lie unſeen, but I will cut my Way, 
Secure as Neptune, thro” the higheſt Stream, 
And to the Pert in Safety ſteer the World. 
Athen, Alas, my Lord, confider my Extraction, 
With all my other Wants —— 
Thee. Peace, Empreſs, Peace 
Ne more the Daughter of old Leontine ; 
A Chriſtian now, and Partner of the Eaft. 
Athen. My Father has diſpos'd me, you command me; 
What can I anſwer then, but my Obedience ? 1 
Theo, Attend her, dear Pulcteia; and, oh tell her, 


To- morrow, if ſhe pleaſe, I will be happy: [ Ex. Pulch. 


O why ſo long ſhould I my Joys delay? 
Time imp thy Wings, let not thy Minutes ſtay, 
But to a Moment change the tedious Day. | 
The Day ! 'twill be an Age before 'To-morrow : 
An Age, a Death, a vaſt Eternity, | 

Where we ſhall cold, and paſt Enjoyment, lie. 


E ner Varanes and Aranthes. 


Para. O Theodofrus ! | 
Theo. Ha! my Brother here! | 
Why doſt thou come to make my Bliſs run oer? 
What is there more to wiſh ? Fortune can find 
No Flaw in ſuch a Glut of Happineſs, 
To let one Mis'ry In — O, my Varanes ! | 
Thou that of late did'ſt ſeem to walk on Clouds, 
Now give a Looſe, let go the ſlacken'd Reigns, 
Let us drive down the Precip'ce of Joy 
As if that all the Winds of Heav'n were for us. 
Vara. My Lord, I'm glad to find the Gale is turn'd ; 
And give you Joy of this aſpicious Fortune. 
Plough on your Way, with all your Streamers out; 
With all your glorious Flags and Streamers ride 
Triumphant on — And leave me to the Waves, 
The Sands, the Winds, the Rocks, the ſure Deſtruction 
And ready Gulphs that gape to ſwallow me. 


The Gods, my dear, my moſt lov'd Theodofius, 
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Theo. It was thy Hand that drew me from the Grave, 
Who had been dead by this Time to Ambition, 


To Crowns, to Titles, and my lighted Greatneſs. 


> 7 — as if _ Work of thine deſerv'd 

e Smile of Heav'n Thy Theodofius met 

With ſomething dearer than his Diadem, 

With all that's worth a Wiſh, that's worth a Life ; 

I met with that which made me leave the World. 
Vara. And I, O Turn of Chance! O curſed Fortune! 

Have loſt at once all that could make me happy. 

O ye too partial Pow rs ] But now no more: 


Double all thoſe Joys, that thou haſt met, upon thee ! 
For ſure thou art moſt worthy, worthy more ; 
Than Fove in all his Prodigality 

Can e' er beſtow in Bleſſings on Mankind! 

And Oh, methinks my Soul is ſtrangely mov'd, 


Takes it the more unkindly of her Stars, 
That thou and I cannot be bleſt together : 


For I muſt eve thee, Friend! this Night muſt leave 
| =_ 
To go in doubtful Search of what perhaps 


Inc er ſhall find; if fo my cruel Fate 


Has order'd it: Why then farewel for ever; 
For I ſhall never, never ſee thee more. 

Theo, How ſenſible my tender Soul is grown 
Of what you utter! O my gal'ant Friend! 

O Brother, O Yarane: do not judge 
By what I ſpeak, for Sighs will interrupt me: 


Judge by my Tears, judge by theſe ſtrict Embraces, 


And by my laſt Reſolve: Tho' I have met 
With what in Silence I fo long adored; 
Tho', in the Rapture of proteſting Joys, 

I had ſet down To-morrow for my Nuptials; 
And Atticus To-night prepares the Temple; 
Yet, my Yaranes, I will rob my Soul 


Of all her Health, of my Imperial Bride, 


And wander with thee in the Search of that 
On which thy Life depend 
Fe” e Faro. 


— 
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Para. If this I ſuffer, 4 
Conclude me then begotten of a Hind, TM : 
And bred in Wilds : No, Theodefins, no; 
I charge thee by our Friendſhip, and conjure thee 
By all the Gods, to mention this no more: 
Perhaps, dear Friend, I ſhall be ſooner here 
Than you expect, or I myſelf imagine: 
What moſt I prieve, is, that I cannot wait 
To fee your Nuptials : Yet my Soul is with you, 
And all my Adorations to your Bride. 
Theo. What, my Farancs! will you be ſo cruel 

As not to ſee my Bride before you go? mn 
Or are you angry at your Rival's Charms, 
Who has alr raviſh d half my Heart, 
That once was all your own ? 

Fara. You know I am diſorder'd * 
My Melancholy will not ſuit her bleſt Condition. 

| [Exit Theo. 

And the Gods know, fince thou, my A henars, | 
Art fled from theſe fick E. es, all other Women 
To my pall'd Soul ſeem like the Ghoſt' of Beauty, 

And haunt my Mem'ry with the Loſs of thee. 


Enter Athenais, Theodofius lrading ber. 


„ Thee. Behold, my Lord, th' Occafion of my Joey. 
. Vara. O ye immortal Gods ! Arantber ! Oh 
| Look there, and wonder: Ha! ist poſſible ? Rn 
F Atben. My Lord, the Emp'ror ſays you are his Friend, 
. He charges me to uſe my Int | 
And of you to ſtay, at leaſt ſo long 
| As our Eſpouſals will be ſolemnizing. 
| — I told him I was honour'd once to know you; 
But that ſo f'ghtly, as I could not warrant 
The Grant of any Thing that | ſhould xk 0 
TP Va. O Heaven and ! O Au why, 
; Why doſt thou uſe me thus? Had I the World, 
Fo Thou know ſt it ſhould be thine | 
| Aibes. I know not that 
But yet to make fare Work, one 


Half of it 
Is 


gr. 
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„Sir, without your giving. 
- My Lord, the is obſtinate, 2. his Glos 
— be os 'd by the weak Breath of Woman: 
He is all Hero, bent for higher Game. 
Therefore, tis noble, Sir, to let him go: 
If not for him, my Lord, yet for myielf, 
I wut intreat the Favour to retire. IE. Athen. Ne. 
Pare. Death l and Deſpair! Confuſion ! Hell and 
H . Health, WOE |... 
_ Thee. Heav'n ve 
- hes et fear the Conſ, nce ? 4 
For tis too plain they know each other well. 
Fara. Undone ! Aranthes ! loſt, undone for ever! 
I ſee my Doom, I read it with broad Eyes, 
As plain as if I ſaw the Book of Fate: 
Yet I will muſter all my Spirits n 
Digeſt my Griefs, — 4 the 
Ves, I will ſtand the Shock of all 4 | 
Well as I can, and firuggle for my Life. [ Leave 
. — Von 5 my Lord; _ if you'll give me 
| To your Thoughts, they em d at preſent 
22 Bride: I — you know 1 
Vara. His Bride! O Gods, give me a Moment's Pa- 
I muſt confeſs the Sight of dehenair, ſtience. 
Where I ſo little did expect to ſee her, 
So grac'd and ſo adorn'd, did raiſe my Wonder: 
But what exceeds all Admiration, is, 
That you ſhould talk of making her your Bride ; 
"Tis ſuch a blind Effect of monſtrous F 
That tho' I well remember you afficm'd it, 
1 cannot yet believe 
Thee, Then now believe me: 
By all the Pow'rs Divine, I will eſpouſe her. 
"Fare. Ha I mall leap the Bounds. Come, come, 
my Lord; 
By ols theſs Pow'r you nem, I'ſa 
Theo, 1 5 174 „ 


1s mine, 


fu 


Yet more, I — 
Weigh but Forrune 
bs ec = 


| | Fare: | 
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Vara. Relentleſs Fates! malicious cruel Pow'rs! 
O for what Crime do you thus rack your Creature ? 
Sir, I muſt tell you, this unkindly Meanneſs 
Suits the Profeſſion of an Anchorite well; 
But in an Oriental Emperor 
It gives Offence ; nor can you, without Scandal, 
Without the Notion of a grov'ling Spirit, 
Eſpouſe the Daughter of old Leontine, 
W hoſe utmoſt Glory is t'have been my Tutor. 
Theo. He has ſo well acquitted that Employment, 
| Breeding you up to ſuch a gallant Height 
Of full Perfection, and imperial Greatneſs, 
That ev'n for this Reſpect, if for no other, 
I will eſteera him worthy while I live. 
Para. My Lord, you'll pardon me a little Freedom; 
For I muſt boldly urge in ſuch a Cauſe, | | 
Who overflatters you, tho' ne'er ſo near | 
Related to your Blood, ſhould be ſuſpected. 
Thee. If Friendſhip would admit a cold Suſpicion 
After what I have keard and ſeen To-day, 
Of ail Mankind 1 ſhould ſuſpect Yaranes. . 
Vara. He has ſtung me to he Heart; my Groens will 
Unleſs my ſtruggling Paſſion gets a Vent. [choaks me 
Out with it then I can no more diſſemble ——— 
Ves, yes, my Lord: Since you reduce me to 
The laſt Neceſſity, I muſt confeſs it; 
I muſt avow my Flame for Athenais ; 
I am all Fire, my Paſſion eats me up, 
It grows incorp'rate with my Fleſh and Blood: 
My Pangs redouble ; now they cleave my Fleart! 
O Athenais! O EA; ——2—— oh 
Tho' plain as Day I ſee my own Deſtruction, 
Yet to my Death, and oh, let all the Gods 
Bear witneſs! ftill I {wear I will adore thee. 
Theo, Alas! YVaranes! Which of us two the Heav'ns 
Have mark'd for Death, is yet above the Stars; 
But, while we live, let us p eſerve our Friendſhip 
Sacred and juſt, as we have ever done. | 
This only Mean in two ſuch hard E 
Remains for both : To-morrow you 
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With all Advantage, in her own Apartment; 
Take your own Time, ſay all you can to gain her; 
If you can win her, lead her into Perfia 
If nat, conſent that | eſpouſe her here. 
Fara. Still worſe and worſe ! O Theodofrus ! oh! 
I cannot ſpeak for Sighs : My Death is ſeal d 
By this laſt Sweetneſs: Had yuu been leſs good, 
I might have hop'd. But now my Doom's at Hand. 
So then, and take her, take her to the Temple: 
The Gods too give you Joy! O Athenais ! 
Why does thy Image mock my fooliſh Sorrow ? 
O Thecarfius, do not ſee my Tears: 
Away, and leave me ; leave me to the Grave. 
Theo. Farwel ; let's leave the Iſſue to the Heav'ns, 
J will prepare your Way with all that Honour 
Can urge in your Behalf, tho' to my Ruin. [Ex. Theo. 
Vara. O] I could tear my Limbs, and eat my Fleſh! 
Fool that I was, ford, proud, vain glorious Fool ! 
| Damn'd be all Courts, and treble damn'd Ambition! 
Blaſted be thy Remembrance! Curſes on thee! 
And Plagues on l gues fall on thoſe Fools that feck 
thee! 
Aranth. Have Comfort, Sir 
Vara. Away, and leave me, Villain! THT 
Traitor, who wrought me firſt to my Deſtruction! 
Yet ſtay, and help, help me to curſe my Pride, 
Help me to wiſh that I had ne'er been Royal. 
That I had never heard the Name of Crus, 
That my firſt Brawl in Court had been my laſt. 
O that I had been born ſome happy Swain, 
And never known a Life ſo gre t, ſo vain! 
Where I Extremes might n:t be forc'd to chooſe, 
And, bleſt with ſome mean Wife, no Crown could loſe ; 
Where the dear Partner of my little State, c 


With all her ſmiling Offspring at the Gate, 

Bleſſing my Labours, might my coming wait: 

Where in our humble Beds all ſafe might lie, 

And not in curſed Courts for Glory die = [ZFxeunt. 


3 s Oo N G. 


54 THEODOSIUS: Or, 


Thor. 


S O N G. 


I 
FJ 4 11 tn the Myrtle Shade, 


Kings would not here invade 
Thoſe Pleaſures that Virtue pie l. 
Beauty here opens her Amt, 

To faſten the languiſbing Mind; 
And Phyllis aa her Charms, 
hb Phyllis 1 „ why fo lind? 


I. 
Phyllis, ben S ut of Love, 
Thou Fey of the ne:ghhbour ing Swan 3 


Phyllis bat crowns the Grove, 
4nd Phyllis that gilds the Plains ; 


Chor. Phyllis, that nc er had the Sill 


Phyllis, whoſe charming” 


To paint, to patch, and be fine ; 
Yo Phyllis, obeſe Eyes can hl 
Whom Nature hath mage Divine ; 


II. 


| * 

Delight ; 
Phyllis, that makes the young, 
And ſhortens the live- long gb; 


Makes Labour and Pains a 


Chor. Phyllis, e like May, 


Where 10 er hnows Decay, 
But ſets with eternal Spring, 


All hail to the Nymphs of the Field:“ 
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ACT w. SCENE I. 
Enter Marcian, and Luc'us at a Diſtance. 
Magcian. 


HE Gen'ral of the Oriental Armies, 
Was a Commiſſion large as Fate could give. 


'Tis gone. Why what care I ? O Fortune, 


Fortune 
L Thou laughing Empreſs of t of this buſy World! 


V cian defies thee now. — 
Why what a Thing is a diſcarded Favourite ? 

He who but row, tho” longing to retire, 

Cou'd not for buſy Waiters be alone, 

1 hroog'd in his © hamber, haunted to his Cloſet, 
Wi.h 2 full Croud, and an eternal Court; 

When once the Favour of his Prince is turn'ò, 
Shun'd as a Ghoſt, the clouded Man appears, 

And all the gaudy Worſhippers forſake him. 

So fares it now with me: MW here e'er I come, 

As if I were another Cataline, 

The Courtiers riſe, and no Man will fit near me: 
As if the Plague were on me, all Men fly me: 

O Lucius! Lacins| if thou leav'it me too, 

I think, I think, I could not bear it; 

But, like a Slave, my Spirit, broke with Saff "ing, 
Should on theſe EP Knees fall down, and beg 
Once to be great again 


—_—  - Fort it, 1 e ven! TE 
That e'er the noble Marcian condeſcend f 
To aſk of any, but th' immortal Gods! 
Nay, I vow, if yet your Spirit dare, 
Spite of the Court, you ſhall be great as Cæſar. 
Marc. No, Lucizs, no; the Gods repel that Humour, 
Yer fince we are alone, and muſt ere long 


C 4 Leave © 


36 THEODOSI1UUS: Or, 


Leave this bad Court ; let us, like Veterans, 

Speak out —Thou fay'it, alas! as great as Ce/ar : 

But where's his Greatneſs? Where is his Ambition? 

If any Sparks of Virtue yet remain 

In this poor Figure of the Roman Glory; 

1 ſay, if any be, how dim they ſhine, 

Compared with what his great Forefathers were! 

How ſhon'd he lighten, then, or awe the World, 

Whoſe Soul in Courts is but a lambient Fire ; 

And ſcarce, O Rome, a Glow-worm in the Field ? 

Soft, young, religious! God like Qualities,  =« 

For one that ſhould recover the loft Empire, 2 

Afid wade thro' Seas of Blood, and walk o'er. M mainz 

Of ſlaughter'd Bodies! to immortaf Honour! 

Luc. Poor Heart ! he pin'd awhile ago for Love. 

Marc. And for his Miſtreſs vow'd to leave the World; 

But ſome new Chance, it ſeems, has chang'd his Mind. 

A Marriage! but to whom, or whence ſhe came, 

None knows; but yet a Marriage is proclaim'd ; 

Pageants prepar'd ; the Arches are adorn'd ; 

The Statues crown'd ; the H pd ame does groan 

Beneath the Burden of the mounted Warriors; 

The Theatte is open'd too, where he 

And the hot Perſian mean to act their Follies. 

Gods ! Gods! Is this the Image of our Ce/ar:? 

Is this the Image of our Romulus ? 

O why ſo poorly have you ſtamp'd Reme's Glory? 

Nat Rome's, but yours! Is this Man fit to bear it? 

This waxen Pourtrai ure of M:jeſty ! 

Which every warmer Paſſion does melt down, 

And makes him fonder than a Woman's Longing ! 
Luc: Thus much I know, to the eternal Shame 

Of the Tmperial Blond ; this upſtart Empreſs, | 

This fine new Queen, is Tprung from abject Parents; 

Nay, baſely born,! But that's all one to him: 

He likes and loves, and therefore marries her. 
Marc. Shall | not ſpeak ? Shall I not tell him of it? 

I feel this big-ſwoln throbbing Roman Spiric 

Will burſt, ualeſs I utter what I ought. 


Enter 
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Enter Pulcheria with a Paper in her Hand, axd Julia. 


Marc. Pulcheria here! why ſhe's theScourge of Marcian; 
I tremble too whenever ſhe approaches; | 
And my Heart dances an unuſual Meaſure: 

Spight of myſelf, I bluſh, and cannot ſtir, | 

While the is here—What, Lucius, can this mean? 

*I is ſaid Calpburnia had the Heart of Cz/ar ; 

Auguſtus doted on the ſubtle Livia: 

Why then ſhould I not, worſhip that fair Angel ? 

Oh didit thou mark her, when her Fury lighten d? 
She ſcem'd all Goddeis ; nay her Frowns became her: 

There was a Beauty in her very Wildneſs. | 

Were I a Man born great as our firſt Founder, 

Sprung from the Blood Divine.— But I am caſt, 

Beyond all Poſſibility of Hope— tes 

Pal. b. Come hither Marcian ! read this Paper o'er, 

And mark the ſtrange Neglect of 7heodnfrus : | 

He ſigns whate'er I bring; perhaps you've heard 

To-morrow he intends to wed a Maid of Athens, 

New-made a Chriſtian, and new nam'd Eudifia; 

| Whom he more dearly prizes than his Empire: 

Vet in this Paper he bath ſet his Hard, 

And ſeal'd it too with the Imperial Signet, 

That ſhe ſhall loſe her Head To morrow Morning. 
Marc. Tis not for me to judge; yet this ſeems ſtrange, 
Pulch. 1 know he rather would commit a Murder 

On his own Perſon, than permit a Vein 

Of her to bleed; yet, Marcian, what might follow, 

If I were envious of this Virg'n's Honour, 

By his raſh paſſing whatſoe'er I offer 

Without a View? Ha! but I had fergot: | 

7 lia, let's haſte from this infections Perſon g-: 
had forgot that Marcian was a Traitor: | 

Yet, by the Pow'rs Divine, I ſwear tis pity, 

That one ſo form'd by Nature for all Honour, 

All Titles, Greatneis, Dignities Imperial, 

The nobleſt Perſon, and the braveſt Courage, | 

Should not be honeſt; Julia, is't not pity | 

„ * 4 0 Mer, 


38 THEODOSIUS: Or, 
O Marcian, Mearcian ! I could weep to think 
Virtue ſhould loſe itſelf as thine has done. 
Repent, raſh Man, if yet 'tis not too late, 
And mend thy Errors; fo fa:ewel for ever. 
[Ex. Pulch. Ju). 
Mare. Farewell for ever! No, Madam, ere I go, 
I am reſolv'd to ſpeak, and you ſhall hear me; 
Then, if you pleaſe, take off this Traitor's Head ; 
End my Commiſſion and my Life together. 
Luc. Perhaps you'll laugh at what I'm going to ſay; 
But by your Life, my Lord, I think *tis true: 
Pulcheria loves this Traitor! Did you mark her 
At firſt ſhe had forgot your Baniſhment ; : 
Makes you her Counſellor, and tells her Secrets, 
As to a Friend ; nay, leaves them m your Hand, 
And ſays, tis pity that you are not honeſt! 
With fuch Deſcription of your Gallantry. 
As none but Love could make ; then . Leave, 
Thro' the dark Laſhes of her darting Eyes, 
Methought ſhe ſhot her Soul at ev'ry Glance ; 
Still looking back, as if ſhe had a Mind 
That you ſhould know ſhe left her Heart behind her. 
Marc. Alas! thou doſt not know her, nor do 1: 
Nor can the Wit of all Mankind conceive her. 
But let's away. This Paper is of Uſe. 
Lac. I gueſs your Purpoſe : 
He is a Boy, and as a Boy you'll uſe him: 
There is no other Way. | 
Marc. Yes, if he be not | 
2 dead with Sleep, for ever loſt to Honour, 
cias with this ſhall rouſe him. O, my Latin! 
Methinks the Ghoſts of the Great Theodoſtus, 
And thund'ring C:-n/tantine, appear before me: 
x» They charge me as a Soldier to chaſtize him, 
To laſh him with keen Words from lazy Love, 
And ſhew him how they they trod the Paths of Honour. 
| LZranst. 


IS pL reg 


SCENE 
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SCENE IL. 


Theodcfius /ying on Couch, with two Ber dreſi'd like 
Cupids, „ing ing to bim as be ſleeps. 


SONG. 


Hajp; Day! ah happy Day 
That Cafar's . Brams 4 frft diſplay ! 
So peaceful was the happy Day, 
The 004 them ſelwes did ail hok down, 
The Royal Infant's Birih to crown, 


So pleas'd, they ſearce did on the Guilty frown: 


Happy Day! ab happy Day! 

And ob thrice happy Hour 

hat made ſuch — Mafter of ſuch Pow 7 
For thus the Gods declare to Men, 


No Day like this all ever come again. 


Enter Marcian with an Order. 


Theos Hal whit raſh Thing art thou, who ſett'ſt ſo 

A Valae on thy Life, thus to preſume [ſmall 
init the facal Orders I have giv'n, 

| 3 entrench on Cæſa s dolitude, 

And urge me to th _ 

Mare. Migh 

I have Wo 'd, — for my Pardon bow 

To thee, as to the Gods, when I offend : 

Nor caa I doubt your Mercy, when you know 

The Nature of my Crime. | aw commiſlion'd 

From all the Earth to give thee Thanks and Praiſes, ' 

Thou Darling of Mankind ! whole conqu ring Arms 

Already drown the Glory of great Julius! 

Whoſe Reach in Laws and Policy 

Makes Auguſtus envy thee in Heav'n'"! 

What mean the Fates by ſuch prodigious Virtue? 


— — owns yur 220 thy — 


60 THEODOSIUS: Or, 
With Conqueſts thus to over-run the World, 
And make Barbarians tremble ? O ye Gods! 
Should Deftiny now end thee in the Bloom 
Methinks I ſee thee mourn'd above the Loſs 
Of lov'd Germanicu: ; thy Funerals, 
Like his, are ſolemniz d with Tears and Blood. 
Theo, How, Marcian ! 5 
Marc. Ves, the raging Multitude, 5 
Like Torrents, ſet no Bound to their mad Grief; 
Shave their Wives Heads, and tear off their own Hair; 
With wild Deſpair they bring their Infants our, 


To brawl their Parents Sorrow in the Streets: 
Trade is no more, all Courts of Juſtice ſtopt; 


With Stones they dafh the Windows of their Temples; 

Pull down their Altars; break their Houſhold Gods; 

And ftil] the univerſal Groan is this, 

Conflantinopl.'s loſt, our Empite's ruin'd : 

Since he is gone, that Father of his 1 1 

Since he is Kad. O Life, where is thy Pleaſure! 

O Rome! O conquer'd World ! where is thy Glory ; 
Thee. I know thee well, they Cuſtom and thy Manners. 

Thou doſt upbraid me; but no more of this, 

Not for thy Life 
Marc. What's Life without my Honour ! 


Could you transform yourſelf into a Gorgoe, 


Or make that beardleſs Face like Fupiter's, 
I would be heard in ſpite of all your Thunder: 
O Pow'r of Guilt! you fear to ſtand the Teſt 
Which Virtue brings; like Sores, your Vices ſhake 
Before this Roman Healer. But, by th' Gods, 
Before I go, ['ll rip the Malady, 
And let the Venom flow before your Eyes. 
This is a Debt to the Great Theodeftus, 
The Grandfather of your illuſtrious Blood ; 
And then farwell for ever. | | 

Theo. Preſuming Marcian ! 
What can'ſt thou urge againſt my innocence? 
Thro' the whole Courſe of all my harmleſs Youth, 
Ev'n to this Hour, I cannet call to Mind 5 
One wicked Act which I have done to ſhame me. 
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Marc. This may be true: Yet if you give the Sway 
To other Hands, and your poor ubjects ſuffer, ; 
Your Negligence to them is as the Cauſe. 
O Theodefeus, credit me, who know | 
The World, and hear how Soldiers cenſure Kings: 
In Atter-times, if thus you ſhou d go on, 
Your Memory by Warriors will be ſcorn'd, 
As much as Nero or Caligula loath'd ; 
They will deſpiſe your Sloth, and backward Eaſe, 
More than they hate the other's Cruelty. 5 
And what a Thing. ye Gods, 1s Scorn, or Pity ! 
Heap on me, Heav'n, the Hate of all Mankind; 
Lon me with Malice, Envy, Deteſtation: 
Let me be horrid to all Apprehenfion, 
And the World ſhun me, fo I eſcape but Scorn. 
Theo. Pr'ythee, no more. 
Marc. Nay, when the Legions make Compariſons ; 
And ſay. Thus cruel Nero once reſoly'd, 
On Galba's Inſurrection, for Revenge, 
To give all France as Plunder to the Army; 
To poiſon the whole Senate at a Feaſt; 
To burn the Senate, turn the wild Beaſts out, 
Bears, Lions, Tigers, on the Multitude ; 
That ſo obſtructing thoſe that quench'd the Fire, 
He might at once ceſtroy rebellious Rome. 
Theo. O Cruelty ! why tell' thou me of this? 
Am IL of ſich a barb'rous bloody Temper ? 
Marc. Yet ſome will ſay, This ſhew'd he had a Spirit, 
However fierce, avenging, and pernicious, 
That ſavour'd of a Roman: But for you, 
What can your partial Sycophants invent, 
To make you Room among the Emperors ? 
Whole utmoſt is the ſmalleſt Part of Nero; 
A pretty Player, one that can act a Hero, 
And never be one. O y' immortal Gods, 
Is this the old C2ſarian Majeſty ? 
Now, in the Name of our great Rou'us, 
Why fing you not, and fiddle too, as he did? 
Why have you not, like Nero, a Phona/cus ? 
One to take Care of your celeſtial Voice? 


6: THEODOSIUS: Or, 


Lie on your Back, my Lord; and or your Stomach 
Lay a thin Plate of Lead; abſtain from Fruits; 
And when the Bufineſ: of the Stage is done, 

Retire with your looſe Fr ends to coſtly Banquets, 
While the lean Army groans upon the Ground. 

The: Leave me, I ſay, leit I chaſtize thee : Hence! 
Be gone, t ſay 
Mirc. Not 'till you've heard me outpↄaẽ l 

Build too, like him, a Palace lin'd with Gold, 

As long and large as that of th E/quilixe : 

Incloſe a Pool too in it, like the Sea; 

And at the Eu pire's Coſt let Navies meet: 

Adorn your ſta:ry Chambers too with Gems; 

Contrive the plated Cieſiugs to turn round, 

With Pipes to caſt — Oils upon you: 

Conſume, wich his prodigious Vanity, 

In meer Perfumes, and od'rous Diſtillations, 

Of Selterces at once four hundred Millions : 

Let naked Virgins wait you at your Table, | 

And wanton C. pid dance, and clap their Wings. 

No Matter what becomes of the poor Soldiers, 

So they perform the Drudg'ry they are fit for ! 

Why, let em ſtarve for want of their Arrears, 

Drop as they go, ard lie like Dogs in Ditches. 

Theo. Come, you're a Traitor! 

Mare. Go to, you're a Boy ! 

Or, by the Cods 

Thee. If rrogance like this, a | 

And to the Emp'ro:'s Face, ſhould 'ſcape unpuniſhÞ, 

Tu write myſelf + oward. Die then, Villain, 

A Death too glorious for ſo bad a Man, 

By Thbeodaſi Hand. [Marcian di/arms him, 
[but is wounded. 


Marc. Now, Sir. where are you ? 
What, in the Name of all our Roman Spirits, 

Now charms my Hand from giving thee thy Fate? 
Has he not cut m- off from you. Honours ? 

Torn my Commiifions, ſham'd me to the Earth, 
Bamſh'd th Con-, a Vagabund for ever ? 
Does not the Soldiers hourly aſk it from me ? 
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Sigh their own Wrongs, and me to revenge em? 
What hinders now, but that NG Thus, 
And make, befides, this purple Youth my Footſtool? 
The Armies court me: And my Country's Cauſe, 
The Injuries of Rome and Greece, perl uade me. 
Shew but this Reman Blood which he has drawn, 
They'll make me Emp'ror whether I will or no: 
Did not, for leſs than this, the latter D-,, | 
Becauſe he thought R-me wrong'd, in Perſon head 
Againſt his Friend a black Conſpiracy, 
And ſtab the Majeſty of all the World? | 
Theo, Act as you pleaſe: I am within your Pow'r. 
Marc. Did not the former Bru:u:, for the Crime 
Of Sextus, drive old Tarquin from his Kingdom? 
And fall this Prince tco, by permitting otners 
To act their wicked Wills, and lawleſs 1 leaſures, 
Raviſh from th' Empire its dear Heal:h, | 
Well-being, Happineſs, and antiert Glory? 
Go on in this diſhoacurable Reſt? 
Shall he, I ſay, dream on, while the ſtarv'd Troops 
Lie cold and waking in the Winter Camp; 
And, like pin'd Birds, for want of Suſtenance, 
_ on the Haws and Berrics of the Fields? 
temper, temper me, ye gracious Gods ; 

Give to my Hand —2 to my Heart 
Its conſtant Loyalty: I would but ſhake him, 
' Rouſe him a little from this Death of Eonour, 

And ſhew him what he ſhould be. 

Theo. You accuſe me, 

As if I were ſome Monſter moſt unheard of: 
Firſt, as the Ruin of the Army ; then, 
Of taking your Commiſſion: But, by Heav'n, 
I ſwear, O Marcian / this I never did, 
Nor e'er intended it: Nor ſay I this 
To alter thy ftern Uſage ; for with what [brance, 
Thou'ſt ſaid, and done, and brought to my Remem- 
I grow already weary of my Life. 

Mare. My Lord, I take your Word: You do not know 
The Wounds which within your Country's Bowels; 
The horrid Uſage of the ſuff ring Soldier: _ 


64 THEODOSIUS: Or; 


But why will not out Theodefeus know, 
If you entruſt the Government to others, 
That act theſe Crimes; who but yourſelf's to blame? 
Be wi; neſs, O ye Gods l of my plain Dealing, 

Of Marcian's Honeſty, howe' er degraded. 

I thank you for my Baniſhment : but, alas ! 

My Loſs is little to what ſoon will follow; 

Reflect but on yourſelf, and your own Joys; 

Let not this Lethargy for ever hold you. 
"Twas rumour'd thro” the City, that you lov'd ; 

That your Eſpouſals ſhould be folemniz'd ; 

Whas on a ſudden here you ſend your Orders 

That this bright Favourite, the lov'd EA fia, 

Should loſe her Head. | 3 

Theo, Oh Heav'n and Earth ! What ſay'ſt thou? 
That I have ſeal'd the Death of my Eudora? 

Marc. Tis your on Hand and Signet: Yet I ſwear 
Tho' you have giv'n to female Hands your Sway, 
And therefore JI, as well as the whole Army, 

For ever ought to curſe all Womankind ; 

Yet when the Virgin came, as ſhe was doom'd, 
And on the Scaffold, for that Purpoſe rais'd 
Without the Walls, appear'd before the Arm; 

Theo, What! on a Scaffold! ha! before the Army 

Marc. How quick was the Tide of Fury turn'd 
To ſoft Compa and relenting Tears? But when 
the Axe TS 
Sever d the brighteſt Beauty of the Earth 
From that fair Body, had you heard the Groan, 
Which, like a Peal of diliant Thunder, ran | 
Through all the armed Holt, you would have thought, 
By the immediate Darkneſs that fell round us, 

Whol- Nature was concern d at ſuch a Suff ring. 
And all the Gods were angry. 

Theo. O Pulcheria! . | 
Cruel ambitious Siſter ! this muſt be 
Thy doing. Oh ſupport me, noble Marcian! 
Now, now's the Time, if thou dar'ft ſtrike ; behold, 
I offer thee my Brealt : with my laſt Breath, 


I'll thank thee too, if now how rant my eee, 
Wee 
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Were I to live, thy Counſel ſhall direct me; 
But tis too late - He font. 
Marc. He faints! what, hoa there ! Lacius / 
| Enter Lucius. 
My Lord the Emperor, Eu-ofia lives; 
She's here, or will be, in a Minute, Moment : 
Quick as the Thought, ſhe calls you to the Temple. 
Oh, Lacius, help — I've gone too far; but ſee, 
He breathes again - Eudofia has awak'd him. 
Deo. Did not you name Eud:/ia ? | 
Marc. Yes, ſhe lives: 
I did but feign the Story of her Death, 
To find how _ you ay n Jo your Heart: 
An the Gods rain all their Plagues u * 
If 2 you thus again ! 3 
Vet tis moſt certain, that you ſign'd her Death, 
Not knowing what the wiſe Pz/cteria offer d, 
Who left it in my Hand to ſtartle you: 
But by my Life and Fame, I did not think 
It would have touch'd your Life. O pardon me, 
Dear Prince, my Lord, my Emp'ror, Royal Maſter ! 
Droop not becauſe I utter'd ſome raſh Words, 
And was a Madman —— By th' immortal Gods! 
I love you as my Soul: Whate'er I ſaid, 
My Thoughts were otherwiſe ; believe theſe Tears, 
Which do not uſe to flow : All ſhall be well. | 
I (wear that there are Seeds in that ſweet Temper, 
 Tattone for all the Crimes in this bad Age. 
_ Theo. I thank thee firli fr my Eda Life. 
What, but my Love, could have call'd back that Life 
Which thou haſt made me hate? But oh, methought, 
"Twas hard, dear Marcian, very hard, from thee, 
From him I ever rev'renc'd as my Father, 
To hear ſo harſh a Meſſage ! — But no more: 
We're Friends : Thy Hand: Nay, if thou wilt not riſe, 
And let me fold my Arms about thy Neck, 
F'll not believe thy Love: In this forgive me. 
Fifſt let me wed Eudefia, and we'll out; 
We will, my General, and make Amends 
For all that's paſt : Glory and Arms, ye call, 
And Marcian leads me on — 
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Marc. Let her not reſt then; 
Eſpovſe her ftrait : I'll ſtrike you at a Heat. 
May this great Humour get large Growth within you; 
And be encourag d by the embold'ninę Gods ! 
O what a Sight will this be to the Soldier, 
To ſec me bring you dreſs'd in ſhining Armour, 
To head the ſhouting Squadrons — O ye Gods ! 
Methinks I hear the echoing Cries of Joy, 
The Sounds of Trumpets, and the Beat of Drums. 
I ſee each ſtarving Soldier bound from Farth, 
As if a God by Miracle had rais'd him; 
And, with beholding you, grow fat again : 
Nothing but gazing Eyes, and op'ning Mouths, 
Cheeks red with Joy, and lifted Hands about you; 
Some wiping the glad Tears that trickle down 
With broken Hs, and with ſobbing Raptures, 
Crying, To Arms ; he's come ; our Emp'ror's come 
To win the World. Why is not this far better 
Than lolling in a Lady's Lap, and fleeping, 
Faſting, or praying ? Come, come, you be merry: 
And, for Eudefia, ſhe is yours already: 
Marias has ſaid it, Sir, ſhe ſhall be yours. 
Theo. Oh Marcian! Oh my Brother! Father! all! 
Thou beſt of Friends ! moſt faithful Counſellor! 
Ill find a Match for thee too, ere I reſt, 
To make thee love me. For when thou art with me, 


Tm ſtrong and well; but when thou'rt gone, I'm nothing. 


| Enter Athenais, meeting Theodofius. 


Thee. Alas! Endofia, tell me what to ſay; 
For my full Heart can ſcarce bring forth a Word 
Of that which I have ſworn to ſee perform'd. 

Aiben. I'm perſectly obedient to your Pleaſure. 
Theo. Well then, 1 come to tell thee, that Yarancs 
Of all Markind is neareſt to my Heart. 
I love him, dear EAd fa; and to | 
That Love on Trial, all my Biood's too little; 


Ev'n thee, if I were ſure to die this Moment, 
(As Heav'n alone can tell how far my Fate 
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Is off!) O thou, my Soul's moſt tender Joy, 
With my laſt Breath I would bequeath him thee. 
Athen. Then you are pleas'd, my Lord, to yield me 
to him. | 
Theo. No, my Eudofia ; no, I will not yield thee, 
While I have Life; for Worlds I will not yield thee: 
Yet, thus far I am engag'd to let thee know, 
He loves thee, Arhenais, more than ever; | 
He languiſhes, deſpairs, and dies like me: 
And [ have paſs'd my Word, that he ſhall fee thee. 
Athen. Ah, Sir, what have you done againſt yourſelf, 
And me? Why hare you paſs d your fatal Word? 
Why will you truſt me, who am now afraid 
To truft myſelf ? Why do you leave me naked 
To an Aſſault, who had made Proof my Virtue, 
With this ſure Guard, never to ſee him more, 
For oh! with trembling Agonies I ſpeak it, 
I cannot ſee a Prince, whom once I lov'd, 
Bath'd in his Grief, and gaſping at my Feet, 
In all the violent Trances of Deſpair, 
Withcut a Sorrow that perhaps may end me. 
Theo. O ye ſeverer Powers ! too cruel Fate! 
Did ever Love tread ſuch a Maze before? 
Yet, Athexais, ſtill I truſt thy Virtue ; 
Bat if thy bleeding Heart cannot refrain, 
| Give, give thyſelf away; yet ſtill remember, 
That Moment Dead is no more 
5 [ Exit Theo. with Attic. Pulc. Leon. 
Athen. Now, Glory ! now, if ever thou didſt work 
In Woman's Mind, me —— Oh, my Heart! 
Why doſt thou throb, as if thou wert a breaking? 
Down, down, I ſay ; think on thy Injuries, 
Thy Wrongs, thy Wrongs ! Tis well: My Eyes are dry, 
And all withia my Boſom now is till. 
| Enter Varanes, leaning on Aranthes. 
Fa! is this he? or is it Taran, Ghoſt? 
He looks as if he had beſpoke his Grave. | 
Trembling and pale; I muſt not dare to view him. 
For, Oh, I feel his Melancholy here, 
KA fear I ſhall too ſoon partake his Sickneſs. 


e Vara. 
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Para. Thus to the angry Gods offending Mortals, 
Made ſenfible by ſome ſevere Affliction, 

How all their Crimes are regiſter'd in Heav'n, 

In that nice Court how no raſh Word eſcapes, 

But ev'n extravagant Thoughts are all ſet down; 

Thus the poor Penitents with Fear approach 

The rev'rend Shrines, and thus for Mercy bow: [ Kneel:, 

Thus melting too, they waſh the hallow'd Earth, 

And groan to be forgiven — 

Oh, Empreſs! Oh, Eudeſfia ! ſuch you're now. 

Theſe are your Titles, and I muſt not dare 

Ever to call you 4thenais more. 

Athen. Riſe, riſe, my Lord! let me intreat you, rife : 
T will not hear you in that humble Poſture: 

Riſe, or I muſt withdraw — The World will bluſh 
For you and me, ſhould it behold a Prince 

Sprung from immortal Cyrus, on his K nees 

Before the Daughter of a poor Philoſopher. | 

Vara. 'Tis juſt, ye righteous Gods! my Doom is juſty 

Nor will I ſtrive to deprecate her Anger. 

If poſſible, I'll aggravate my Crimes, 

That ſhe may till ſhe has broke my Heart 
For all I now defare, and let the Gods, 

Thoſe cruel Gods that join to my Undoing, 
Be Witneſſes to this unnat'ral Wiſh ! | 

Is to fall dead without a Wound before her. 

Athen. O ye known Sounds ! But I muſt flee! my Soul. 
Methinks theſe Robes, my Delia, are too heavy. 

Fara. Not worth a Word, a Look, nor one Regard! 
Is then the Nature of my Fault ſo heinous, . 
That when I come to take my eternal Leave, 

You'll not vouchſafe to view me? This is Scorn 
Which the fair Soul of gentle Athenais 
Would ne'er have harbour'd — — 
Oh, for the Sake of him, whom you ere long 
Shall hold as faſt as now your W iſhes from him, 
Give me a patient Hearing ; for however | 
I talk of Death, and ſeem to loath my Life, 
I would delib'rate with my Fate awhile, 

With ſnatching Glances eye thee to the laſt ; 


. 
5 
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Pauſe o'er a Loſs like that of Arhenais, 
And parly with my Ruin. 
Athen. Speak, my Lord : 
| To hear you is the Emperor's Command ! 
And for that Cauſe I readily obey. 
Vara. The Empeaor, the Emperor's Command! 
And for that Cauſe ſhe readily obeys ! 
T thank you, Madam, that on any Terms 
You condeſcend to hear me — 
Know then, Eudifia : Ah, rather let me call thee 
By the lov'd Name of Athenais ſtill; 
That Name that I ſo often have invok'd, 
And which was once auipicious to my Vows : 
Jo oft at Midnight figh'd amongſt the Groves. 
The Rivers Murmur, and the Echo's Burden ; 
Which every Bird could fing, and Wind did bear! 
By that dear Name, I make this Proteſtation, 
By all that's good on Earth, or bleſt in Heav'n, 
I ſwear I love thee more, far more, than ever. 
With conſcious Blufſhes too, here, help me, Gods; 
Help me to tell her, tho' to my Confuſion, 
And everlaſting Shame; yet I muſt tell her, 
I lay the Per an Crown before her Feet. 


Athen. My Lord, I thank you, and rexpreſs thoſe 


As nobly as you offer em, I return [Thanks 
The Gift you make; nor will I now upbraid you 
With the Example of the Emperor: 
Not bu: I know 'tis that that draws you on, 
Thus to deicend beneath your Majeſty, 
And ſwell the Daughter of a poor Philoſopher 
With Hopes of being great 
Vara Ah, Madam! ah! you wrong me! by the Gods, 
I had repented, ere | knew the Emp'ror - 
Athen You find perhaps too late, that Athenair, 
Hou ever flighted for her Birth and Fortune, 
Has ſomething in her Perſon, and her Virtue, 
Worth the Regard of Emperors themſelves ; 
And, to return the Compliment you gave 
My F ather, Leontrne, that — — 
3 —— 3 


I here 
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I here proteſt, by Virtue, and by Glory, 

] ſwear by Heav'n, and all the Pow'rs Divine, 
h' abandon'd Daughter of that poor old Man 
Shall ne'er be ſeated on the Throne of Cyrus. 


Va O Death to all my Hopes! What haſt thou ſworn ? 


To tun me wild? Ah, curſed Throne of Cyrus! 
Would thou had'ſt been o'erturn'd, and laid in Duſt, 
H., Crown too thunder-ftruck ; my Father; all 
The Perfian Race, like poor Darius, ruin'd, 
Blotted, and ſwept for ever from the World, * 
When firſt Ambition blaſted thy Remembrance 


Athen. O Heav'n ! | had forgot the baſe Aﬀeront 


Offer'd by this proud Man; a Wrong ſo great, 

It is remov'd beyond all Hope of Mercy; 

He had defign'd to bribe my Father's Virtue, 

Ard by unlawful Means — 

Fly from my Sight, leit I become a Fury, | 

And break thoſe Rules of Temp'rance I propos'd : 

Fly, fly, Yaranes ! fly this ſacred Place, 

Where Virtue and Religion are profeſs'd ; 

This City will not harbour Infidels, 

Traitors to Chaſtity, licentious Princes. 

Be gone, I ſay, thou canit not here be ſafe; 

Fly to Imperial Libertines abroad : 

In Foreign Courts thou' lt find a thouſand Beauties 
That will comply for Gold ; for Gold they'll werp, 

For Gold be fond, as Atbenait was, = 

And charm thee ftill, as if they lov'd indeed. 

Thou'lt find — Companions too for Riot: 

Luxuriant all, and Royal as thyſelf, | 

Tho' thy loud Vices ſhould reſound to Heav'n 
Art thou not gone yet ? | 

Fra. No, I'm charm'd to hear you: 

O from my Soul I doconfeſs myſelf 

The very of Honour; I'm more black, 

Than thou, in all thy Heat of juſt Revenge, 

With all thy glorious Eloquence, canſt make me. 
Athen, Away, Varans! as 
Vara. Yes, Madam, I am om 

Nay, by the Gods, I do not atk thee Pardon, 
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Nor, while I live, will I implore thy Merey : 

But, when I'm dead, if, as thou doſt return 

With happy Theodefius from the Temple, 

If, as thou go'ſt in Triumph thro” the Streets, 

Thou chance to meet the cold Varanes there, 

Borre by his Friends to his eternal Home ; 

Stop then, O Athenai:! and behold me: 

Say, as thou hang' about the Emp'ror's Neck, 

Alas! my Lord, this Sight is worth our Pity, 

If to thoſe pitying Words thou add a Tear, 

Or give one parting Groan -— If poſſible, 

If the good Gods will grant my Soul the Freedem, 
I'll leave my 1 and wake from Death to thank 


: ee. | 
Aiben. He ſhakes my Reſolution from the Bottom: 
My bleeding Heart too ſpeaks in bis Behalf, | 
And fays my Virtue has been too ſevere. 
Fara. Farewel! O Empreſs: No Atbenais now: 
I will not call thee by that tender Name, | 
Since cold Deſpair begins to freeze my Boſom, 
And all my Pow'rs are now reſolv'd on Death. 
_ Tis ſaid that from my Youth I have been raſh, 
ChoPric, and hot; but let the Gods now judge 
By my laft Wiſh, if ever patient Man 
Did calmly bear ſo great a Loſs as mine : 
Since tis ſo dcom'd by Fate, you muſt be wedded ; 
For your own Peace, when 1 am laid in Earth, 
Forget that e er Yaranes had a Being: 
Turn all your Soul to Theodofins” „ 
Continue, Gods, their Days, and make em long 
Lucina wait upon their fruitful Hymen / | 
And many Children, beauteous as the Mother, 
And pious as the Father, make em ſmile ! 
Athen. O Heav'ns! 
Vara. Farewel ——1'll trouble you no more: 
The Malady, that lodg'd within, grows Sconger : 
I feel the 8 of my approaching Fate; 
My Heart too trembles at his diſtant March; 
Nor can I utter more, if you ſhould aſk me. 
Thy Arm, Araxibes! O ferewel for eve 
hes. 
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Athen. Varanes, ſtay ; and, ere you go for ever 
Let me unfold my Heart, hes g 

Fara. O Athenais ! - 

W hat further Cruelty haſt thou in ſtore 

To add to what I ſuffer ? 

A:hen, Since tis doom'd 
That we muſt part, let's part as Lovers ſhould, 

As thoſe that have lov'd long, and lov'd well. 

"_ - _ ſo good? O Atbenait, oh! 95 
Alben Furſt, from my Soul, I pity and forgive you; 
I pardon you that haſty little Ba ang „ 
Which yet has been the Cauſe of both our Ruins. 
And let this Sorrow witneſs for my Heart, 

How eagerly I wiſtrit had not been; 

And, fince | cannot keep it, take it all : 

Take all the Love, O Prince, I ever bore you: 

Or, if tis poſſible, I'll give you more; | 

Your noble Carriage forces this Confeſſion : 

I rage, I burn, I bleed, I die for Love; 

J am diſtracted with this World of Paſhon. 
Vara. Gods ! cruel] Gods! take Notice I forgive you. 
Athen. Alas! my Lord, my weaker tender Sex 

_ Has not your manly Patience, cannot curb 

This Fury in; therefore J let it looſe; 

Spite of my rigid Duty, I will ſpeak 

With all the Dearneſs of a dying Lover. 

Farewel moſt lovely, and moſt lov'd of Men! 

Why comes this dying Paleneſs o'er thy Face? 

Why „ander thus thy Eyes? Why doſt chou bend, 

As if the fatal Weight of Death were on thee. 

Vara. Speak yet a little more: For by the Gods ! 
And as I prize thoſe bleſſed happy Moments, 

TI ſwear, O Athenai;! all is well; | 

O never better. | 
Ather, ] doubt thee, dear Yaranes ; 

Vet, if thou dy'ft, I ſhall not %ng be from thee. 

Once more farewell, and take the'e laſt Embraces. 

Oh! I could cruſh him to my Heart! Farewel : 

And as a dying Pledge of my laſt Love, W | 

Take this, which, all thy Pray'rs could never charm. 

What have I done? oh lead me, lead me, Delia. a TT 

. 
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Ah. Prince, farewel ! Angels protect and guard thee ! 1 
Vara. Turn back, O Athenais! and behold me; 4 
Hear my laſt Words, and then farewel for ever. 1 
Thou haſt undone me more by this Confeſſion: 4 
Vou ſay, you ſwear, you love me more than ever; 
vet I muſt ſee you marry d to another: 
Can there be any Plague, or Hell, like this? 
O 4thenais ! W hither ſhall I turn me? MM > 
You've brought me back to Life; but oh, what Life? 
T'a Life more terrible than thouſand Deaths. 
Like one that had been buried in a Trance, 
With racking Starts, he wakes, and gazes round. 
Forc'd by Deſpair his whirling Limbs to wound, 
And bellow like a Spirit urnder-ground ; 
Still urg'd by Fate, to turn, to toſs, and rave, 
Tormented, daſh'd, and broken in the Grave. 
| 5 [Exeum. 
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Athenais dreft in Imperial Robes, and ere und: A Table 
with a Bowl of Peiſon. 


ArnENA lie. 


See Midnight Marriage! Muſt I to the Temple 
3 A Thus, at the Murd'rer's Hour? "Tis won- 
| d'rous ſtrange ! 
EPPS But ſo thou ſay'it my Father has commanded; 
And that's a mighty Reaſon. 
Delia. The Emp'ror in Compcſlion to the Prince, 
Who would, perhaps, fly to Extravagance, 
If he in publick ſhould reſclve t eſpouſe you, | 
Contriv'd by this cloſe Marriage to deceive him. | 
Athen, Go, fetch thy Lute, and fing thoſe Lines I 
gave thee. 
Lo, now I am alone: 6 Soul ſhakes : 
For where this dreadful Draught may carry me, 
The Heav'ns can only tell 5 yet I'm treſolvd 


TS: 
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To drink it off in ſpite of Conſequence. 

Whiſper him, O ſome Angel! what I'm doing; 

By Sympathy of Soul let him too tremble, | 

To hear my wond'rous Faith, my wond'rous Love ; 
Whoſe Spirit not content with an Ovaticn 

Of ling'ring Fate, with Triumph thus reſolv'd, 

Thus, in the rapid Chariot of the Soul, | 
To mount, and dare as never Woman dar'd. [ Drinks. 
"Tis done: Haſte, Delia, haſte! come bring my Lute, 
And ſing my Waftage to immortal Joys. 
Methinks I can't but ſmile at my own Brav'ry, 

Thus from my loweſt Fortune rais'd to Empire, 
Crown'd, and adorn'd ! worſhip'd by half the Earth, 
While a young Monarch dies for my Embraces ! 

Yet now to wave the Glories of the World! 
my Yaranes ! tho' my Birth's unequal, 

My Virtue ſure has richly recompens'd, 

And quite out-gone Example ! 


$ 0 M «© 


| J. 
A N cruel bl.ody Fate, 
Mat can't thou now ao moe? 
Alas ! "ti: ail too late, 
Philander t refore : 
Why ſhould the Heav'nly Pow'rs fer ſuade 
Poor Mortali to Believe, 
That they guard us here, 
And reward us there, 
Yet all our Jays deceius? 


Her Poimyard then ſhe took, 
And held it in her Hand; 
And, <vith a dying Look, 
ts Cry'd, Thus Fate command : 
| Philander ! 4b ! my Love, I come, 
Jo meet thy Shade below ; 
Ah ! 1 come, ſhe cry'd, | 
With a Wiund fo wide, ng 
There needs no ſecond Blow, III. 


„ 
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| III. 
In jxrple Wares her Bliod 
Lan ſtreaming doaun the Floor ; 
Unmov'd ſhe ſaw the Flaad, 
And bleft ber dying Hour : 
Philander ! 45, Philander! fill 
- The bleeding Phyllis er d: 
She wept awhil:, 
And farc a a Smile, 
Then clas d ber Eyes, and dy d. 


[ 


Enter Pulcheria. 


Pulch, How fares my dear Eadiſa? Ha! thou look 'ſt, 

Or elſe the Tapers cheat my Sight, like one 
That's fitter for thy Tomb, than Ce/ar's Bed: 
A fatal Sorrow dims thy ſhaded Eyes, 
And, in dcipite cf all thy Ornaments, 
Thou ſeem'ſt to me the Ghoſt of Aubenait. 

Athen. Ard, what's the Puniſhment, my dear Palcheria, 
W hat Torments are allotted thoſe ſad Spirits, 
Who, groaning with the Burden of Deſpair, 
No longer will endure the Cares of Life ; 
But boldly ſet themſelves at Liberty, | 
'Thro' the dark Caves of Death to wander on, 
Like wilder'd Travellers without a Guide, 
Eternal Rovers in the gloomy Maze, 
Where ſcarce the Twil.ght of an Infant Moon, 
By a faint Glimmer chequ'ring thro the Trees, 
Reflects to difmal View the walking Ghoſts ; 
And never hope to reach the bleſſed Fields ? 

Pulcb. No more o'that : Atricas ſhall reſolve thee. 

But fee, he waits thee from the Emperor: 

'Thy Father too attends. 


Enter Leontine, Atticus, &c. 


Lent, Come, A'benais! Ha ! what now in Tears 
O Fall of Honour! But no more; I charge thee, = 
D 2 I ͤ charge i 
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I charge thee, as thou ever hop'ſ my Bleſſir g. 
Or fear t my Curſe, to baniſh from thy Soul 

All Thoughts, if poſſible, the Memory, 
Of that ungrateful Prince that has undone thee. 
Attend me to the Temple on this Inſtant, 
To make the Emp'ror thine, this Night to wed him, 
And lie within his Arms. | 

Auben. Yes, Sir, I'll go ——— 
Let me but dry my Eyes, and I will go: 
Eudefia, this unhappy Bride, ſhall go : | 
Thus I ke a Victim, crown'd, and doom'd to bleed, 
I'll wait you to the Altar, wed the Emp'ror, 
And, if he pleaſes, lie within his Arms. 

Leen. Thou art my Child again. 

Aabe n. But do no-, Sir, imagine, any Charms 
Or Threat'nings ſhall compel me 
Never to think of poor Varanes more: 
No, my Vaart! No — 
While I have Breath, I will remember thee : 
To thee alone J will my Thought confine, 
And all my Meditations ſhall be thine: 
The Image of thy Woes my Soul ſhall fill; 
Fate, and my End, and thy Remembrance ſtill. 
As in ſome poplar Shade the Nightingale, | 
With piercing Moans, does her loſt Young bewail, 
Which the rough Hind, obſerving as they lay 
Warm in their downy Neſt, had ſtol'n away; 
But ſhe in mournful Sounds does ftill complain, 


Sings all the Night, tho' all her Songs are vain, 
Aud Kill renews her miſerable Strain: 
So, my Yaranes, till my Death comes on, 
Shall ſad Eudeſſa thy dear Loſs bemoan. 
[ Exeunt Atl enais, Atticus, &c, 


SCENE 
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Enter Varanes. 
Fara. Tis Night, dead Night; and weary Nature lies 

So faſt, as if ſhe never were to riſe: | 

No Breath of Wind now whiſpers thro' the Trees ; | 

No Noiſe at Land, nor Murmur in the Scas: | 

Lean Wolves forget to howl at Night's pale Noon ; 
No wakeful Dogs bark at the filent Moon, | 

Nor bay the. Ghoſts that glide with Horror by, 

To view the Caverns where their Bodies lie : 

The Ravens perch, and no Preſages give, 

Nor to the Windows of the Dying cleave : 

The Owls forget to ſcream ; no Midnight Sound 

Calls drowſy Echo from the hollow Ground : 

In Vaults the walking Fires extinguiſh'd lie; 

The Stars, Heav'ns Centry, wink, and ſeem to die. 
Such univerſal Silence ſpreads below, ; 

Thro' the vaſt Shades where I am doom'd to go; 
Nor ſhall I need a Violence to wound : 

The Storm is here, that drives me on the Ground ; . 

Sure Means to make the Soul and Body pact! 


A burning Fever, and a broxen Heart. | : 
What, hoa, Aranthes! _ | | q 


Enter Aranthes. 
I ſent thee to th' Apartment of '1herais : 
I ſent thee, did I not ? to be admitted. 
Lan. You did, my Lord; but On! 
I fear to give you an Account. 
Vara. Alas! | 
Aranthes, | am got cn th' other Side 
Of this bad World; and now am paſt all Fear, 
O ye avenging Gods! is there a Plague 
Among your hoarded Bolts, and ticaps of Vengeance, 
Beyond the mighty Loſs of Athenais ? 
"Tis Contradiction: Speak then, ſpeak, Afranhe: : 
For all Misfortunes, it compar'd with that, 
Will make Fara: ſmile A | 
W | Aran. 
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Aan. My Lord, the Empreſs, 
Crown'd, and adorn'd with the Imperial Robes, 
At this dead Time of Night, with filent Pomp, 
As they deſign'd from all to keep it ſecret, 5 
But chiefly ſure from you ; I ſay, the Empreſs 
Is now conducted by the General, 
Atticus, and her Father, to the Temple, 
There to eſpouſe the Emp'ror Th-odefius. - 
Para. Say'ſt thou? Is't certain? ha! 
Aran. Moſt certain, Sir, I ſaw 'em in Proceſſion. 
Vara. Give me thy Sword. Malicious Fate! O Fertune ? 
O giddy Chance! O Turn of Love and Greatreſs! 
Marry'd ! She has kept her Promiſe now indeed ; 
And Oh! her pointed Fame, and nice Revenge, 
Have reach'd their End. No, wy Araz:be;! no! 
I will not ſtay the lazy Execution Ow 
Of a ſlow Fever: Give me thy Hand, and ſwear 
By all the Love and Duty that thou ow'ſt me, 
T' obſerve the laſt Commands that I ſhall give thee : 
Stir not againſt my Purpoſe, as thou fear ſt 
My Arger and Diſdain; nor dare t oppoſe me 
With troubleſome, unneceſſary, formal Reaſons ; 
For what my Thought has doom'd, my Hand ſhall ſeal. 
T charge thee hold it ſtedfaſt to my Heart, 
Fix'd as the Fate that throws me on the Point. 
Tho' | have liv'd a Perfan, I will fall 
As fair, as fearleſs, and as full reſolv'd, 
As any Gree+ or Roman of em all. 5 
Aran. What you command is terrible, but ſacred ; 
And to atone for this too cruel Duty, 
My Lord, I“ follow you —— —— 
Vara. I charge thee not: 
But, when I'm dead, take the attending Slav:s, 
And bear me, with my Elocd diſtilling down, 
Strait to th: Temple: Lay me, O Aranthes ! 
Lay my cold Coarſe at Atbenaii Feet, 
And ſay. Oh why, why do my Fyes run o'er ? 
Say, with my lateſt Gaſp I groan'd for Pardon. 
Juſt bere, my Friend, hold faſt, and fix the Sword: 
zecl the Art'ry, where the Life-Blood lies; 


It 
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It heaves againſt the Point — Now, O ye Gods, 

If for the greatly Wretched you have Room, 

Prepare my Place; for dauntleſs, lo! I come. 

The Farce of Lowe thus makes the mortal Wound, 
And Athenais ſends me to the Ground { K:/!; h: mp IF. 


SCENE III. The outward Part of the Temple. 


Enter Pulcheria and Jula at ene Davy, Marcian and 
£ Lucius t ether. 


Pulch, Look, Julia, ſee ! the penſive Murctan comes: | 
"Tis to my Wiſh ; I muſt no longer loſe him, 
Left he ſhould leave the Court indeed : He looks 
As if ſome mighty S:cret work'd within him, 

And labour'd for a Vent. Inſpire me Woman! 
That what my Soul deſires above the World, 
May ſeem impos'd and ſorc'd on my AﬀeCtions —— 

Luc. I ſay the loves you, and ſhe ſtays to hear it 
From your own Mouth: Now, in the Name of all 
The Gods at once, my Lord, why are you ſilent * q 
Take Heed, Sir, mark your Opportunity : ' 
For if the Woman lays it in your Way, | 
And you o'erſee it, ſhe is loſt for ever. | f 

Marc, Madam, I come to take my ecernal Leave: 

Your Doom has baniſh'd me, and I bey: 

The Court and I ſhake Hands, and now we part, 

Never to ſee each other more; tac Court 

Where I was born, and bred a Gentlemen; 

No more, ill your illuſtrious Bounty rais'd me, 

And drew the Earth-born Vapour to the Clouds: : 
But, as the Gods ordain'd it, I have Int. 1 
I know not how, thro' Ignorarice, Hur Grace; 
And now the Exhalation of my Glow 

Is quite conſum'd, and vaniſh'd into ir. 

Pul.b. Proceed, Sir —— ——— | 
Marc. Yet let thoſe Gods tha: om'd me to diſ- 

pleaſe you | 


Be Witneſſes how much I honour -- 


Thus, 


— a» Ao — 4, won * om, 


—— — 


—— — 


n 
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Thus, worſhipping, I ſwear by your bright Self, 
J leave this infamous Court with more Content 
Than Fools and Flatt'rers ſeek it. But, Oh Heav'n, 
I cannot go if ſtill your Hate purſues me; | 
Yes, I declare it is impoſſible 
To go to Baniſhment without your Pardon. 
Pulch. You have it, Marctan ; Is there aught befideg. 
That you would ſpeak ? for I am free to hear. 
Marc. Since I mall never ſee you more, what hinders. 


But my laſt Words ſtould here proteſt the Truth? 


Know then, Imperial Princeſs, matchleſs Woman ! 
Since you firſt caſt your Eyes upon my Meanneſs, 
Ev'n till you rais'd me to my envy'd Height, 
I have in ſecret lov'd you ———— 
Pulch. Is this Marcian ! 
Marc. You frown ; bu I am till prepar'd for all: 
I ſay I lov'd you, and I love you till, 


More than my Life, and equal to my Glory. 


Metainks, the warring Spiric that inſpires 

This Frame, the very Genius of old Rome“ 

That makes me talk without the Fear of Death, 

And drives my daring Soul to Acts of Honour, 

Flames in your Eyes: Our Thoughts too are akin, . 

Ambitious, fierce, and burn alike for Glory, 

Now, by the Gods, I lov'd you in your Fury, 

In all the Thunder that quite riv'd my Hopes ; 

J lov'd you moſt, ev'n when you did deſtroy me. We, 

Madam, I've ſpoke my Heart, and could ſay more, 

But that I ſee it grieves you; your high Blood | 

Frets at the Arrogance, and faucy Pride 

Of this bold Vagabond: May the Gods forgive me! 

Farewel ; a worthier Gen'ral may ſucceed me ; 

But none more faithful to the Emp'ror's Intereſt 

Than him you're pleaſed to call the Traitor Marcian. 
Pulc. Come — 1 You've ſubtly play'd your Part 

indced : 


For firſt, the Emp'ror, whom you lately ſchool'd, 


Reſtores you your Commiſſion ; next commands you, 
As you're a Subject, not to leave the Court: 7: 
Next, but, Ob Heaven! which way fhall I __ 
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His eruel Pleaſure? he that is ſo mild 
In all Things elſe, yet obſtinate in this, 
Spite of my Tears, my Birth, and my Diſdain, 
Commands me, as 1 dread his high Diſpleaſure, 
O Marcian ] to receive you as my Huſband. 
Marc. Ha, Lucius What, what does my Fate intend! 
Lac. Purſue her, Sir; 'tis as I ſaid; ſhe yields, 
And rages that you follow her no faſter. | 
Pulch. Is then at laſt my great Authority, 
And my entrutted Pow'r declin'd to this ? 
Yet, oh my Fate! what Way can I avoid it? 
He charg'd me ſtrait to wait him to the Temple; 
And there reſolve, O Marcian! on this Marriage. 
| Now, gen'rous Soldier, as you're truly noble, 
Oh help me forth, loſt in this Labyrinth; 
Help me to looſe this more than Gordian Knot, 
And make me and yourſelf for ever happy. 
Marc. Madam, T'll ſpeak as briefly as I can, 
And as a Soldier ought; The only Way 
To help this Knot, is yet to tie it faſter, 
Since then the Emp'ror has reſolv'd you mine, 
For which I will for ever thank the Gods, 
Ard make this Holiday throughout my Life, 
I take him at his Word, and claim his Promiſe : 
The Empire of the World ſhall not redeem you. 
Nay, weep not, Madam: Tho' my Outfide's rough, 
Yet, by thoſe Eyes, your Soldier has a Heart 
Compaſſionate and tender as a Virgin's : 
Ev'n now it bleeds to ſes thoſe falling Sorrows ; 
Perhaps this Grief may move the Emperor 
To a Repentance! Com: then to the Trial; 
For by my Arms, my Life, and dearer Honour, 
If you 75 back, when giv'n me by his Hand, 
In diſtant Wars my Fate | will deplere, 
And Marcian's Name ſhall ne'er be heard of more. 
| [ Excunt. 
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SCENE IV. The Temple 


Theodoſius, Athenais, Atticus, joining their Hund. 
Marcian, Pulcheria, Lucius, Julia, Delia, &c. Leontine. 


Attic. The mere than Gordian Kast i %, 
Which Death's rang Arm Hall ne er divide; 
For, when to Bliſs je wofted are, | 
Your Spirits ſhall be avedded there. 
Naters are l ſt, and Fires will die; 
But Læxxe alone can Fate def). 


Enter Aranthes, wich the Budy of Varanes. ar 
| | Via 
Aran. Where is the Empreſs; Where ſhall I find Eudo- 
By Fate I'm ſent to tell that cruel Beauty, : 
She has robb'd the World of Fame; her Eyes have giv'n 


A Blaſt to the big Bloſſom of the War: 


Behold him there, nipt in his flow'ry Morn, 
Compell'd to break his Promiſe of a Day, 
A Day that Conqueſt would have made ber Boaſt: 
Behold her Laurel wither'd to the Root, 


Canker'd, and kill'd, by 4/henais' Scorn. 


Athen. Dead, dead, Faranes ! 
Theo. O y'eternal Powers, 
That guide the World! Why do you ſhock our Reaſon 
Wich Acts like theſe, that lay our Thoughts in Dult F 
Forgive me, Heav'n, this Start; or elevate | 
Imagination more, and make it nothing. 
Alas! alas, Faranes! but ſpeak, Aranthes, 
The Manner of his Fate: — choak my Words; 


But ſpeak. and we will anſwer thee with Tears. 


Aran. His Fever would, no Doubt, by this have done 
What, ſome few Minutes pat, his Sword perform'sd : 
He heard from me your Progreſs to the Temple, 

How you defign'd at Midnight to deceive him 


BY a clandeſtine Marriage: But, my Lord, 


ad you beheld his Racks at my Relation ; 
Or, had your Empreſs ſeen him in thoſe wg. 
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When from his dying Eyes, ſwol'n to the Brim, 
The big round Drops roll'd down his manly Face ; 


When his hollow'd Breaft a murm'ring Croud 

Of Groans ruſh'd forth, and echo'd, All is well ; 

Then had you ſeen him, Oh, ye cruel Gods ! 5 

Ruſh on the Sword I held againſt his Breaſt, 

And dye it to the Hilt, with theſe laſt Words 

Bear me to Athenais — - 

Athen. Give me Way, my Lord. x 

I have moſt ſtrictly kept my Promiſe with you: 

I am your Bride, and you can aſk no more; 

Or, if you did, I'm paſt the Pow'r to give: 

But here! Oh here ! on his cold bloody Breaſt, 

Thus let me breathe my laft. [mean ? 
Theo. Oh Empreſs, what, what can this Tranſport 

Are theſe our Nuptials? theſe my promis d Joys? 

Aiben. Forgive me, Sir, this laſt Reſpect I pay 

Theſe ſad Remains —— And, O thou mighty Spirit! 

If yet thou art not mingled with the Stars, 

Look down and hear the wretched Atbenais, 

When thou ſhalt know, before I gave Conſent 

To this indecent Marriage, I had taken 

Into my Veins a cold and deadly Draught, 

Which ſoon would render me, alas ! unkt 

For the warm Joys of an Imperial Lover, 

And make me ever thine, yet keep my Word 

With Theod:fus. Wilt thou not forgive me? 
Theo. Poiſon'd, to free thee from the Emperor 

Oh Athenais / thou haſt done a Deed 

That tears my Heart: What have I done againſt thee, 

That thou ſhould'ſt brand me thus with Infamy, 

And everlaſting Shame? Thou might'ſt have made 

Thy Choice without this cruel Act of Death: 

J left thee to thy Will; and, in Requital, 

Thou'ſt murder'd all my Fame 
Atben. Oh pardon me 

: — my dy ing Body at your Feet, 
n 


beg, my Lord, with my laſt Sighs intreat you, 
T'impute the Fault, if 'tis a Fault, to Love; 


And the Ingratitude of 4thenars 


Te 
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To her too cruel Stars: Remember too, 

I bezg'd you would not let me ſee the Frince, 
Preſaging what has happen'd; yet my Word, 
As to our Nuptials, was inviolable. 

Theo, Ha! ſhe is going! ſee her languiſhing Eyes 
Draw in their Beams ; the Sleep of Death is on her. 
A4:hen. Farewel, my Lord! Alas! alas, FYarane ! 

T' embrace thee now, is not Immodeſty ; 
Or, if it were, 1 think my bleeding Heart 
Would make me criminal in Death to claſp thee, 
Break all the tender Niceties of Honour, 
o fold thee thus, and warm thee into Life: 
For, Oh ! what Man, like him, could Woman move ? 
Oh Prince bel>v'd ! Oh Spirit mcft divine! | 
Thus by my Death, I give thee all my Love, 
And ſeal my Soul and Body ever thine [Dies. 
Theo, Oh Marcian! Oh P.:1;heria! did not the Pow'r, 
Whom we adore, plant all his Thunder bolts Sa 
Againſt Self-murd'rers, I would periſh too: 
But, as Lam, I ſwear to leave tie Empire: 
To thee, my Sitter, I bequeath the World; 
And, yet a Gift mo:e Great. che gallant Marcian. 
On then, my Friend! now ſhew thy Romaz Spirit: 
As to her Sex, fair thenais was, 
Be thou to thine a Pattern of true Honour. 
Thus we'll attone for all the preſent Crimes, 
That yet it may be ſaid in After- tim ee, 
No Age with ſuch Ex2mples cou'd compare, 
So great, ſo gocd, ſo virtuous, and ſo fair ! 
[Exeunt Omnes. 
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«<p % _—— whoa 


To HER Grace the 


Ducutss of Portſmouth. 


MaDan, 


'ERE it pofſible for me to let the 
World know, how intirely Your 
___ Grace's Goouneſs has devoted a 
poor Man to your Srrvice : Were there 
Words enough in Speceh to expreſs the 
mighty Senſe I have of your great Bounty 
towards me; ſurely I ſhould write and tall. 
of it for ever: But your Grace has given 
me ſo large a Theme, and laid fo very vaſt 
a Foundation, that Imagination wants Stock 
to build upon it. I am as one dumb when 
I would ſpeak of it; and when I ftrive to 
write, I want a Scale of Thought ſufficient 
to comprehend the Height of it. Forgive 
me then, Madam, if (as a poor Peafant once 

A 2 made 
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made a Preſent of an Apple to an Empe- 
ror) I bring this ſmall Tribute, the humble 
Growth of my little Garden, and lay it at 
your Feet. Believe it is paid you with the 


. utmoſt Gratitude : Believe, that, ſo long as 1 


have Thought to remember how very much 
I owe your generous Nature, I will ever 
have a Heart that ſhall be grateful for it too. 


Jour Grace, next Heaven, deſerves it am- 
ply from me: That gave me Life, but on 


a hard Condition; till your extended Fa- 
vour taught me to prize the Gift, and took 
the heavy Burden it was clogged with from 
me, I mean, hard Fortune. When I had 
Enemies, that with malicious Power, kept 


back and ſhaded me from thoſe royal Beams, 


whoſe Warmth is all I have, or hope to live 
by: Your noble Pity and Compaſſion found 


me, where 1 was caſt backward from my 


Bleſſing, down in the Rear of Fortune, call- 
ed me up, placed me in the Shine, and I 


have felt its Comfort. You have in that 


reſtored me to my native Right; for a ſtea- 
dy Faith and Loyalty to my Prince was all 
the Inheritance my Father left me; and, 
however hardly my ill Fortune deal with 
me, tis what I prize ſo well, that I never 


| pawn'd it yet, and hope I ſhall never part 


with it. Nature and Fortune were certain- 


Ip in League, when You were born; and 


as the firſt took Care to give you Beauty 
8 enough 


- 
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enough to enſlave the Hearts of all the 
World; ſo the other reſolv'd to do its 
Merit Juſtice, that none but a Monarch 
fit to rule the World ſhould &er poſſeſs it; 
and in it he had an Empire. The young 
Prince You have given him, by his bloom- 
ing Virtues early declares the mighty Stock 
he came from: And as you have taken all 
the pious Care of a dear Mother, and a pru- 
dent Guardian, to give him a noble and 
generous Education; may it ſucceed ac- 
cording to his Merits and Your Wiſhes: 
May he grow up to be a Bulwark to his il- 
luitrious Father, and a Patron to his loyal 
Subjects; with Wiſdom and Learning to 
aſſiſt him, whenever call'd to his Councils; 
to defend his Right againſt the Incroach- 
ments of Republicans in his Senates; to 
cheriſh ſuch Men as ſhall be able to vindi- 
cate the Royal Cauſe; that good and fic 
Servants to the Crown may never be loſt for 
want of a Protector. May he have Cou- 
rage and Conduct fit to fight his Battles 
Abroad, and terrify his Rebels at Home: 
And, that all theſe may be yet more ſure, 
may he never, during the Spring-time of his 
Years, when thoſe growing Virtues ought 
with Care to be cheriſh'd in order to their 
| Ripening ; may he never meet with vicious 
Natures, or the Tongues of faithleſs, ſor- 
did, inſipid Flatterers, to blaſt em. To 
| 23 con- 
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conclude, may he be as great as the Hand 
of Fortune (with his Honour) ſhall be able 
to make him: And may Your Grace, who 
are ſo good a Miſtreſs, and fo noble a Pa- 
troneſs, never meet with a leſs grateful Ser- 
vant, than, 


Your Grace's | 
| [ 

intirely devoted Creature, ) 
? 


Tho. OTwar. 


171 
Fd theſe diſtracted Times, when each Man dreads 
The bloody Stratagems of buſy Heads : 
When we have ky three Tears we know nos what, ) 
Till Witneſſes began to die o tb Rot; c 
What made our Poet meddle with a Plot ? 
Was't that he fancy d, for the very Sake 
And Name of Plot, his trifling Play might take ? 
For there's not int one Inch-board Evidence ; 3. 
But tit, he ſays, to Reaſem plain and Senſe ; 
And that he thinks a plauſible Defence. 
Were Truth by Senſe and Reaſon to be try'd, 
Sure all our Swearers might be laid afide ; 
No; of fuch Tools our Author has no Need, 
To make his Plot, or make his Play ſucceed; 
He of black Bills has no prodigious T ales, 
Or Spaniſh Pilgrims caſt aſbore in Wales: 
Here's not one murder d Magiſtrate, at leaſt, 
Kept rank, like Ven'ſon for a City Feaſt, 
Grown feur Days ftiff, the better to prepare 
And fit his pliant Limbs to ride in Chair, 
Ter here's an Army rait d, tho under Ground, 
But no Man ſeen, nor one Commiſion found : 
Here is a Traytor too, that's very old, 
Turbulent, ſubtle, miſchievous, and bold, 
Bloody, revengeful ; and—to crown his Part, | 
Loves Fumbling with a Wench with all his Heart: 
Till, after having many Changes paſt, 
In fpite of Age (thanks t Heaven) is hang d at laſt : 
Next is a Senator that keeps a Whore, 5 
In Venice none a higher Office bore, | 
To Lewaneſs ev'ry Night the Leacher ran; 


Shew me, all London, ſuch another Man ; 
Match him at Mother Creſwell's, if you can. 
O Poland! Poland ! had 7t been thy Lot, © 
have heard in Time of this Venetian Plot, 
Thou ſurely chaſem hadft one King from thence, 
4 honour d them, as thou haſt England /ince. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
Duke of Venice. Mr. D. Williams. 


| Antonia, a * Speaker i in the Mr. Leigh. | 


Priuli, Father to 1 | = 
Conaton: Mr. Beauman. 


Senate. 
Bedamar, the Spaniſh Ambaſ-} ,, .., 
ſador. Mr. Gillo. 


Jaſſier, | —— Mr. Betterten. 
Pierre, = Mr. Sith. 
Renau't, Mir. Vill ire. 
Spingſa, | | oO Mr. Percival. 
Theodore, — | 
Eliot, | 52 
Rewiliido, | 8 
Durand, 18 
Mer gano, 0 F 
Brame&ei!, | 
Ternon, I 
Brabe, F 

WOMEN. 
Belwidera, Mrs. Barry. 
Ajuilina, Mrs. Currer. 


Two Women, Attendants on Belwidera. 

Two Women, Servants to Aguilina. 

The Council of Ten. 

Officer, Guard, Friar, Executioner, and Rabble. 
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ACT I SCENE 1 
Enter PRIULI ard JAFFIER, 


PRIULZLL : | 
O more! [I'll hear no more; be gone and 
1 Taff. _ —— by my Suffering, but 


u 
My Lord, my Lord Im not that abject Wretch 
Vou think me: Patience! where's the Diſtance throws 
Me back fo far, but I may boldly | 
In Right, tho? proud Oppreſſion will not hear me? 
Pri. Have you not wrong'd me? 
Zajf. Could my Nature e er 
Have brook'd Injuſtice, or the doing Wrongs, 
I need not now thus low have bent myſelf 
To gain a Hearing from a cruel Father. 
Wrong'd you! ; 
Pri. Yes, wrong'd me in the niceſt Point, 
The Honour of my Houſe; you've done me Wrong. 
g You 


10 VE NIE Preſerv'd: 


Vou may remember (for I now will ſpeak, 

And urge its Baſeneſs) when you firſt came Home 
From Travel, with ſuch Hopes as made you look'd on 
By all Men's Eyes, a Youth of Ex ion; 

Pleas'd with your growing Virtue, I receiv'd you ; 
Courted, and ſought to raiſe you to your Merits : 

. My Houſe, my. Table, nay, my Fortune too, 
My very Self was yours, you might have us'd me 
To your beſt Service ; like an open Friend | 
J treated, truſted you, and thought you mine: 
When, in Requital of my beit Endeavours, 

_ You treacherouſly praQtis'd to undo me, 
Seduc'd the Weakneſs of my Age's Darling, 
My only Child, and ftole her from my Boſom : 
Oh! Belwvidera ! 

Taff. Tis to me you owe her. 
Childleſs you had been elſe, and in the Grave 
| Your Name extin& ; no more Priuli heard of. 
You may remember, ſcarce five Years are paſt, 

Since in your Brigantine you ſail'd to fee 

The Aariatici w by our Duke; 
And I was with you: Your unſkilful Pilot 
Daſh'd us upon a Rock; when to your Boat 
You made for Safety: Enter'd firſt yourſelf; 
Th' affrighted Belvidera, following next, 
As the ſtood trembling on the Veſſels Side, 
Was by a Wave waſh'd off into the Deep; 
When inſtantly I plung'd into the Sea, 
And, buffering the Billows to her Reſcue, 
Redeem'd her Life with half the Loſs of mine. 
Like a rich Conqueſt, in one Hand I bore her, 
And with the other daſh'd the ſaucy Waves, 
That throng'd and preſs'd to rob me of my Prize: 
I brought her, gave her to your deſpairing Arms : 
Indeed you thank'd me; but a nobler Gratitude 
Roſe in her Soul: For from that Hour ſhe lov'd me, 
Till for her Life ſhe paid me with herſelf. | 
Pri. You ſtole her from me; like a Thief you ſtole 
her, | 


At dead of Night ; that curſed Hour you choſe 


To 
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To rifle me of all my Heart held dear. 
May all your Joys in her prove falſe like mine ; 
A fterile Fortune, and a barren Bed, 
Attend you both ; continual Diſcord make 
Your Days and Nights bitter and ous ſtill: 
May the hard Hand of a vexatious Need 

Oppreſs and grind you ; till at laſt you find 
Tic Curſe &f Diſobedience all your Portion. 
aff. Half of your Curſe you have beſtow'd in vain ; 
Heav 'n has already crown'd our faithful Loves 
With a young Boy, ſweet as his Mother's Beauty: 
May he live to prove more gentle than his Grandſire, 
And happier than his Father. 

Pri. Rather live 

To bate thee for his Bread, and din your Ears 
With hungry Cries ; whilit his unhappy Mother 
Sits down and weeps in Bitterneſs of Want. 

aff. You talk, as if twould pleaſe you. 

Pri. *T would, by Heaven! 
Once ſhe was dear indeed; the Drops that fell 
From my ſad Heart, when ſhe — her Duty, 
The Fountain of my Life was not fo precious: 
But ſhe is gone ; and, * 
1 30 forget her. 
. Would I were in my Grave. 


i And ſhe too with thee : 


For, living here, you're but my curs 'd Remembrancers, 
I once was happy. 


aff. You uſe me thus, becauſe you know my Soul 
Is fond of Bekvidera + You perceive 
My Life feeds on her, therefore thus you treat me. 
Oh ! could my Soul ever have found Satiety ; 
Were I that Thief, the Doer of ſuch Wrongs 
As you upbraid me v ith, what hinders me, 
But I wight ſend her back to you with Contumely, 
And court my Fortune witere ſhe would be kinder ? 
Pri. Von dare not do't. 
Faff: Indeed, my Lord, I dare not. 
My Heart, that awes me, is too much my Maſter : 
Three Years are paſt, fince firſt our Vows were * 
During 
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During which Time, the World muſt bear me witneſs, 
I've treated Belvidera like your Daughter, 
The Daughter of a Senator of Venice 
Diſtinction, Place, Attendance, and Obſervance, 
Due to her Birth, ſhe always has commanded : 
Out of my little Fortune I've done this; 
Becauſe (tho? hopeleſs e er to win your Nature) 
The World might ſee I lov'd her for herſelf, 
Not as the Heireſs of the great Priull. 

Pri. No more. 

Taff. Yes, all, and men adieu for ever. 
There's not a Wretch, that lives on common Charity 
But's happier than me : For Pve known | 
The luſcious Sweets of Plenty ; every Night 
Have ſlept with ſoft Content about my Head, 

And never wak'd but to a joyful Morning : 
Vet now muſt fall like a full Ear of Corn, 
Whoſe Bloſſom *ſcap'd, yet's wither'd in the Ripening. 

Pri. Home, and be humble, ſtudy to retrench ; 

Diſcharge the lazy Vermin of thy Hall, 

Thoſe r_ of thy Folly: 3 

Reduce the glitt'ring Trap ings of thy Wife 

To humble Weeds, fit for thy litt'e State : 

Then to ſome ſuburb Cottage both retire ; 

Drudge to feed loathſome Life; get Brats and flarve— 
Home, Home, I fay. [Exit. 
Ja. Yes, if my Heart would let me 
This proud, this ſwelling Heart: Home I would go, 
But that my Doors are hateful to my Eyes, . 
Fild and damm'd up with gaping Creditors, 
Watchful as Fowlers when their Game will ſpring : 
Pve now not fifty Ducats in the World, 

Yet ſtill Pm in Love, and pleas'd with Ruin. 

Oh! Belvidera! Oh! ſhe is my Wife 
And we will bear our wayward Fate together, 
But ne'er know Comfort more. 

Enter Pierre. 

Pier. My Friend, Good-morrow, 

How fares the honeft Part'ner of my Heart ? 
What, melancholy ? not a Word to ſpare me 


If 
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Ja. m thinking, Pierre, how that damn'd ſtarving 
Call'd Honeſty, got Footing in the World. [Quality, 
Pier. Why, powerful Villainy firſt ſet it up, 
For its own Eaſe and Safety; Honeſt Men 
Are the ſoft eaſy Cuſhions, on which Knaves 
Repoſe and fatten : Were all Mankind Villains, 
They'd ſtarve each other; Lawyers would want Practice, 
Cut-throats Rewards: Each Man would kill his Brother 
_ Himſelf; none would be paid or hang'd for Murder: 
Honeſty ! *twas a Cheat invented fi 
To bind the Hands of bold deſerving Rogues, 
That Fools and Cowards might fit ſafe in Power, 
And lord it uncontrouPd above their Betters, 
Faff. Then Honeſty is but a Notion ? 
Pier. Nothing elſe, 
Like Wit, much talk'd of, not to be defin'd : 
He that pretends to moſt too has leaſt Share in't: 
_*Tis a ragged Virtue. Honeſty ! no more on't. 
Faff. Sure thou art honeſt? 
Pier. So * Men think me; 
But they are mi en, Ja I am a R 
As well as they; «i re 
A fine gay bold-fac'd Villain, as thou ſeeſt me. 
_ *Tis true, I pay my Debts, when they're contracted; 
I ſteal from no Man; would not cut a Throat 
To gain Admiſſion to a great Man's Purſe, 
Or a Whore's Bed; Pd not betray my Friend 
To get his Place or Fortune; I ſcorn to flatter 
A blown-up Fool above me to cruſh the Wretch beneath 
Yet, Zuber, for all this I am a Villain. [me: 
Jaff. A Villain ! | 
Pier. Yes, and a moſt notorious Villain; 
To fee the Sufferings of my Fellow-creatures, 
And own myſelf a Man: To fee our Senators 
Cheat the deluded People with a Shew 
Of 1 which yet they ne're muſt taſte of. 
They ſay, by them our Hands are free from Fetters, 
Yet A 4 Is pleaſe they lay in baſeſt Bonds; 
Bring whom they pleaſe to Infamy and Sorrow ; 
Drive us like Wrecks down the rough Tide of Power, 
Whilſt no Hold 1 is to fave 3 from Deſtruction. 25 
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All that bear this are Villains : and I one, 
Not to rouze up at the greateſt Call of Nature, 
And check the Growth of theſe domeſtic Spoilers, 
That make us Slaves, and tell us tis our Charter. 

Faff. Oh! Aquilinia ! Friend, to loſe ſuch Beauty, 
The deareſt Purchaſe of thy noble Labours ! 

She was thy Right by Conqueſt, as by Love. 

Pier. Oh! Jaſſer / I had fo fix'd my Heart upon her, 
That whereſoe er I fram'd a Scheme of Life | 
For Time to come, ſhe was my only Joy, 

With which I wiſh'd to ſweeten future Cares; 
I fancy'd Pleaſures, none, but one that loves 
And doats as I did, can imagine like em: 
When in the Extremity of all theſe Hopes, 
In the moſt charming Hour of ExpeQation, 
Then, when our eager 44 ſoar the higheſt, 
Ready to ſtoop * raſp the lovely Game, 
A haggard Owl, a .. eſs Kite of Prey | 
With his foul Wings ſail'd in, and Gen den my 2 

Faff. I know the Wretch, and 

hat'ſt him. 

Pier. Curſe on the common Good that's ſo protected, 
Where every Slave, that heaps up Wealth enough 
To do much Wrong, becomes the Lord of Right: 

I, who believ'd no Ill could e' er come near me, 
Found in the Embraces of my Aquilina 

A wretched old, but itching Senator, 

A wealthy Fool, that had bought out my Title: 

A Rogue that uſes Beauty like a Lamb-ſkin, 
Barely to keep him warm ; that filthy Cuckow too 
Was, in my Abſence, crept into my Neſt, 

And ſpoiling all my Brood of noble Pleaſure. 

Ja. Didſt thou not chace him thence ? 

Pier. I did, and drove 
The rank old-bearded Hirco ſtinking Home : 

The Matter was complain'd of in the Senate, 

I ſummon'd to appear, and cenſur'd baſely, 

For violating ſomething they call Privilege 

'This was the Recompence of my Service : 
Would Pd been rather beaten by a Coward, 
A Soldier's Miſtreſs, Jaſſier, is his Religion; 


When 
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When that's profan'd, all other Ties are broken : 
That even diſſolves all former Bonds of Service; 
And from that' Hour I think myſelf as free 

To be the Foe, as e'er the Friend of Venice 

Nay, dear Revenge, whene'er thou calPſt, 'm ready. 
Fab. I think no Safety can be here for Virtue, 
And grieve, my Friend, as much as thou, to live 

In ſuch a wretched State as this of Venice, 

Where all agree to ſpoil the publick Good; 

And Villains fatten with the brave Man's Labours. 

Pier. We've neither Safety, Unity, nor Peace, my 

Friend, | | 
For the Foundation's loſt of common Good ; 
Juſtice is lame as well as blind amongſt us ; | 
The Laws (corrupted to their Ends that make 'em) 
Serve but for Inſtruments of ſome new Tyranny, 
That every Day ſtarts up to enſlave us deeper. 
Now could this glorious Cauſe but find out Friends 
To do it right, oh Faffer / then might'ſt thou 
Nor wear theſe Seals of Woe upon thy Face ; 
The proud Priuli ſhould be taught Humanity, 
And learn to value ſuch a Son as thou art. 
I dare not ſpeak, but my Heart bleads this Moment. 

Faff. Curſe be the Cauſe, tho” I thy Friend be Part 
Let me partake the Troubles of thy Boſom, (on't: 
For I am us'd to Mis'ry, and perhaps 
May find a Way to ſweeten't to thy Spirit. 

Pier. Too ſoon 'twill reach thy Knowledge 

Faff. Then from thee 
Let it proceed. There's Virtue in thy Friendſhip, 
Would make the ſaddeſt Tale of Sorrow pleaſing, 
Strengthen my Conſtancy, and welcome Rain. 

Pier. Then thou art ruin'd ! 
| Taff. That I long fince knew; 

I and ill Fortune have been long acquainted. 

Pier. I paſs'd this very Moment by thy Doors, 
And found them ed by a Troop of Villains ; 
The Sons of publick Rapine were deſtroying. 

They told me, by the Sentence of the Law 

They had Commiſſion to ſeize all thy Fortune: 

Nay more, Priuli's cruel Hand had ſign'd it. 

Here ftood a Ruffian with a horrid Face, 

B z Lord- 


| 


| 
| p 


—. 
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Lording it o'er a Pile of maſſey Plate, 
Tumbled into a Heap for publick Sale; 1 


There was another making villainous Jefts 


At thy Undoing, he had ta'en Poſſeſſion 

Of all thy ancient moſt domeſtick Ornaments 
Rich Hangings intermix'd and wrought with Gold : 
'The v Bed, which on thy Wedding-Night 
Receiv'd thee to the Arms of Belvidera ; 

The Scene of all thy Joys was violated 

By the coarſe Hands of filthy Dungeon Villains, 


And thrown amongſt the common Lumber. 


Taff. Now thank Heav'n 

Pier. Thank Heav'n! for what? 

Taff. That I'm not worth a Ducat.  [Penice, 
Pier. Curſe thy dull Stars, and the worſt Fate of 
Where Brothers, Friends, and Fathers are all falſe ; 


Where there's no Truth, no Truth; where Innocence 


Stoops under vile Oppreſſions, and Vice lords it. 
Hadſt thou but ſeen, as I did, how at laſt 

Thy beauteous Be videra, like a Wretch 

That's doom'd to Baniſkment, came weeping forth, 
Shining thro? Tears, like April- Suns in Showers, 
That labour to o'ercome the Cloud that loads em; 
Whilſt two young Virgins, on whoſe Arms ſhe lean'd, 
Kindly look'd up, and at her Grief grew fad, 

As if they catch'd the Sorrows that fell from her ; 
E'en the lewd Rabble, that were gather'd round 


To ſee the Sight, ſtood mute when they beheld her; 
Sovern'd their roaring Threats, and grumbled Piry ; 


I could have hugg'd the greaſy Rogues; They pleas'd 
aff. I thank thee for this Story from my Soul, [me. 

Since now I know the worſt that can befal me: 

Ah, Pierre! I have a Heart that could have borne 

The rougheſt Vroug my Fortune could have done me; 

But when I tink what Belwidera feels, 

The Bitterneſs her tender Spirits taſte of. 

T own myſelf a Coward: Bear my Weakneſs ; 

If, throwing thus m Arms about thy Neck, 


I play ihe Boy, and blubber in thy Befom : 


Oh! I hall drown thee with my Soiiows, 
Pu, Burn, : 
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Firſt burn, and level Venice to thy Ruin, 
What ! Starve like Beggars Brats in froſty Weather 
Under a Hedge, and whine ourſelves to Death 
Thou, or thy Cauſe, ſhall never want Aſſiſtance, 
Whilſt I have Blood or Fortune fit to ſerve thee : 
Command my Heart; thou'rt every Way its Mafter. 
Taff. No, there's a ſecret Pride in bravely doing. 
Pier. Rats die in Holes and Corners, Dogs run mad; 
Man knows a braver Remedy for Sorrow; 
Revenge, the Attribute of Gods; they me di WW 
With their t Image on our Natures. Die! 
Confider well the Cauſe, that calls upon thee ; 
And, if thow'rr baſe enough, die then: Remember 
| Thy Belwidera ſuffers, Belwidera ! 
Die Damn firſt what! Be decently interr'd 
In a Church-Yard, and mingle thy brave Duſt 
With 2 Rogues, that rot in dirty Winding 
eets 
Surfeit—flain Fools, the common Dung o'th? Soil ! 
| Taff. Oh! 
Pier. Well faid, out with't, . a little 
Faff. Swear! By Sea and Air; by Earth, by Heay'n 
and Hell, 
I will revenge my Belvidera's Tears. 
Hark thee, my F — Prinlio—i—z Senator, 
Pier. A Dog. 
Taff. Agreed. 
Pier. Shoot him. 
Faff. With all my Heart. 
No more; Where ſhall we meet at Night? 
Pier. PU tell thee ; 
On the Rialto, every Night at Twelve 
I take my Evening's Walk of Meditation : 


There we two'll meet, and talk of precious 
Miſchief: 


Ja. Farewel. 

Pier. At Twelve. 

Taff. At any Hour; my Plagues | 
Will Lees — 4 8 ; [Ex Pierre. | 

Tell me why, good Heaven, 
Thou mad'ſt me what I am, with all the Spirit, 
2 Thoughts and elegant Deſires, 
B 3 That 
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That fill the happieſt Man? Ah rather why 
Didft thou not form me ſordid as my Fate, 
Baſe-minded, dull, and fit to carry Burdens ? 
Why have I Senſe to know the Curſe that's on me ? 
Is this juſt Dealing, Nature? Belvidera / 

Enter Belvidera. 
Poor Belwvidera ! 


Bel. Lead me, lead me, my Virgins, 
To that kind Voice. My Lord, my Love, my Refuge ! 
Happy my Eyes, when they behold thy Pace ! 
My heavy Heart will leave its doleful Beating 
At Sight of thee, and bound with ſprightly Joys. 
Oh ſmile! as when our Loves were in their Spring, 
And chear my fainting Soul. 
Jab. As when our Loves 
Were in their Spring! has then our Fortune chang'd ? 
Art thou not Bearuvider a, ſtill the ſame, 
Kind, good, and tender, as my Arms firſt found thee > 
If thou art alter'd, where ſhall I have Harbour ? 
Where eaſe my loaded Heart? Oh! where complain? 
Ziel. Does this appear like Change, or Love decay- 
When thus I throw myſelf into thy Boſom, [ing, 
With all the Reſolution of ſtrong Truth? 
Beats not my Heart, as *twould alarum thine 
To a new Charge of Bliſs ? I jo Joy more in thee, 
Than did thy Mother whey ſhe hugg'd thee firſt, 
* bleſt the Gods for all her Travel paſt. 
. Can there in, Woman be ſuch glorious Faith ? 
* 20 ill Stories of thy Sex are falſe ! 
Oh Woman! lovely Woman! Nature made thee 
To temper Man: We had been Brutes without you: 
Angels are painted fair to look like you: 
There's in you all that we believe of Heaven, 
> Amazing Brightneſs, Purity and Truth, " 
N Eternal Joy, and everlaſting Love. 
Bal. If Love be Treaſure, we'll be wond'rous rich; 
I have ſo much, my Heart will ſurely break with it: 
Vows can't expreſs i it. When I would declare 
How great's the Joy, I'm dumb with the big Thought: 
I fell, I figh, and labour with my Longing. 
O! Jead me to ſome Deſert wide and wild, 1 


e 
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Barren as our Misfortunes, where my Soul | 
May have its Vent, where I may tell aloud 
To the high Heav'ns and ev'ry Iiſt'ning Planet, 
With what a boundleſs Shock my Boſom's fraught ; 
Where I may throw my eager Arms about thee, 
Give looſe to Love, with Kiſſes kindling Joy, 
And let off all the Fire that's in my Heart. 

Faff. Oh Belvidera ] doubly Pm a Beggar, 
Undone by Fortune, and in Debt to thee. 
Want, worldly Want, that hungry meagre Fiend, 
Is at my Heels, and chaces me in View. 
Can't thou bear Cold and Hunger? Can theſe Limbs, 
Fram'd for the tender Offices of Love, ; 
Endure the bitter Gripes of ſmarting Poverty ? 
When baniſh'd by our Miſeries abroad 
(As ſuddenly we ſhall be) to ſeek out 
In ſome fair Climate, where our Names are Strangers, 
For charitable Succour ; wilt thou then, | 
When in a Bed of Straw we ſhrink together, 
And the bleak Winds ſhall whiſtle round our Heads; 
Wilt thou then talk thus to me? Wilt thou then 
Huſh my Cares thus, and ſhelter me with Love? 
Bel. Oh! I will love thee, even in Madneſs love thee; 
Tho? my diſtracted Senſes ſhould forſake me, 
I'd find ſome Intervals, when my poor Heart 
Should *ſwage itſelf, and be let laoſe to thine. 
Tho” the bare Earth be all our Reſting-place, 
Its Roots our Food, ſome Clift our Habitation, 
I'll make this Arm a Pillow for thine Head; 
As thou ſighing ly'it, and ſwell'd with Sorrow, 
Creep to thy Boſom, pour the Balm of Love 
Into thy Soul, and kiſs thee to thy Reſt ; 
Then praiſe our God, and watch thee till the Morning. 

Faff. Hear this, you Heav'ns! and wonder how you 

made her : N 

Reign, reign, ye Monarchs that divide the World, 
Buſy Religion ne'er will let you know 
Tranquillity and Happineſs like mine; | 
Like gaudy Ships, the obſequious Billows fall, 
And riſe again, to lift you in your Pride; : 
They wait but for a Storm, and then devour you: 
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I in my private Bark already wreck d, 

Like a poor Merchant driven to unkrown Land, 
That had by Chance pack'd up his choiceſt Treaſure 
In one dear Caſket, and ſav'd only that; 

Since I muſt wander farther on the Shore, 


Thus hug my little, but my precious Store, 
Reſolv'd to 2 and truſt my Fate no more. Ex. 


ACT n. SCENE 1 
Enter Pierre and Aquilina. 
Aqui. Dall thy Wrongs, thou'rt dearer to my Arms 
Than all the Wealth of Venice : Prithee ſtay, 
And let us love to Night. | 
Pier. No: There's Fool, 
There's Fool about thee : When a Woman ſells 
Her Fleſh to Fools, her Beauty's loſt to me; 
They leave a tainted Sully, where they've paſs'd 5 
There's ſuch a baneful Quality about em, 
E'en ſpoils Complexions with their Nauſeouſneſs; 
They infect all they touch: I cannot think 
Of taſting any Thing that a Fool has pall d. [much 
Aqui. I loath — ſcorn that Fool thou mean'ſt as 
Or more than thou canſt; but the Beaſt has Gold, 
That makes him neceſſary; Power too, 
To qualify my Character, and poiſe me 
Equal with peeviſh Virtue, that beholds 
My Liberty with Envy : In their Hearts 
They're looſe as I am ; but an ugly Power 
Sits 1n their Faces, and frights Pleaſures from them. 
Pier. Much good may't do you, Madam, with your 
Senator. | 
uz. My Senator! why, canſt thou think that 
E'er fill'd thy Aguilina's Arms with Pleaſure ? [Wretch 
Think'f thou, becauſe I ſometimes give him Leave 
To foil himſelf at what he is unfit for; 
Becauſe I force myſelf t'endure and ſuffer him, 
Think'ſt thou I love him? No, by all the Joys 
Thou ever gav'ſt me, his Preſence is my Penance 1 5 


— — 
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The worſt Thing an 0!4 Man can be's a Lover, 
A mere Memento mori to p or Woman: 
I never lay by hls decrepid Side, 
But all that Night I ponder'd on my Grave. 
Pier. Would he were well ſent thither. 
Aqui. That's my Wiſh too: 
For then, my Pierre, I might have Cauſe, with Pleaſure, 
To play the Hypocrite : Oh! how I could weep 
Over the dying Dotard, and kiſs him too, 
In hopes to ſmother him quite; then, when the Time 
Was come to pay my Sorrows at his Funeral, 
(For he has already made me Heir to Treaſures 
Would make me out-a& a real Widow's wund 
How, could I frame my Face to fit my Mourning ! 
With wringing Hands attend him to his Grave, 
Fall ſwooning on his Hearſe ; take mad Poſſeſſion 
E'en of the diſmal Vault, where he lay buried; 
There, like the Ephe/ian Matron, dwell, till thou, 
My. icvely Soldier, com'it to my Deliverance ; 
Then, chro ving up my Veil, with open Arms 
And laughing Eyes, run to new dawmng Joy. 
Pier. No more; I've Friends to meet me here to 
| Night, . 
And muſt be private. As you prize my Friendſhip, 
Keep ap your Coxcomb ; let him not pry nor liſten, 
Nor fritk about the Houſe, as I have ſeen him, 
Like a tame mumping Squirrel with a Bell on; 
Curs will be abroad to bite him, if you do. 
Azui. What Friends to mert! mayn't I be of your 
Council ? | 
Pier. How ! A Woman aſx Queſtions out of Bed 
Go to your Senator; aſk him chat paſies 
_ Amongſt his Brethren : He'll hide nothing from you: 
But pump not me for Politicks. No more. | 
Give Order, that whoever in my Name 
Comes here, receive Admittance. So good Night. 
Aqui. Muſt we ne'er meet again! embrace no more? 
Is Love fo ſoon and utterly forgotten: Lon t. 
Pier. As you henceforward treat your Fool, I'll thir k 
Agui. Curs'd be all Fools, and doubly curs'd myſelf, 
The worſt of Fools I die if ke forſakes me; 
And how to keep him Heaven or Hel! inſtruct me. F. 
B 5 EIS SCENE. 
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SCENE, the Rialto. 


Enter Jaffier. 
. I'm here; and thus the Shades of Night around 
1 2⁰ 2s if all Hell were in my Heart, _ [me 


And I in Hell. Nay, ſurely tis ſo with me 
For, every Step [I tread, 2 ſome Fiend 
Knocks at my Breaſt, and bids it not be quiet. 
Pve heard how deſperate Wretches, like myſelf, 
Have wander'd out at this dead Time of Night, 
To meet the Foe of Mankind in his Walk: | 
Sure Pm fo curs'd, that, tho' of Heav'n forſaken, 
No Minifter of Darkneſs cares to tempt me. 
Hell, Hell, why ſleep'ſt thou? 
Enter Pierre. 

Pier. Sure P've ſtaid too long: 
The Clock has ſtruck, and I may loſe my Proſelyte. 
Speak, who goes there ? 

Faff. A Dog, that comes to howl 
At yonder Moon. What's he, that aſks the Queſtion ? 

Pier. A Fnend to Dogs, for they are honeſt Crea- 
And ne'er betray their Maſters, never fawn l tures, 
On any that they love not. Well met, Friend 
T affier ! 

aff. The ſame. O Pierre, thou' rt come in Seaſon, 
I was juſt going to pray. 

Picr. Ah; that's mechanick ; 
Prieft's make a Trade owt, and yet ſtarve by't too; 
No praying; it ſpoils Buſineſs, and Times precious. 
Where's Belvuidera ? --—- 

aff. For a Day or two 

P've lodg'd her privately, till I ſee farther 
What Fortune will do with me. Prithee, Friend, 
If thou would'ſ have me fit to hens — Counſel, 
Speak not of Belwvidera 

Pier. Speak not of her! 

Faff. Oh no! 

Pier. Nor name her ? May be I wiſh her well. 

ff. Whom well ? 


Ja 
Pier. "oy Wife, thy lovely Belvidera. 


I hope 


I hope a Man may wiſh his Friend's Wie well, 
And no Harm done. 
Taff. Y'are merry, Pierre. 
Pier. I am ſo: 
Thou ſhalt ſmile too, and Belvidera ſmile ; 
We'll all rejoice : here's ſomething to buy Pins ; 
— * a * 


Marriage 1s c ble. 
aff. I but with'd 


To ſee the Devil, and he's here already. Well! 
What muſt this buy, Rebellion, . Treaſon? 
Tell me, which Way I muſt be damn'd for this. 
Pier. * we parted, we'd no Qualms like 
But entertain'd each other's Thoughts like Men, 
Whoſe Souls were well acquainted. Is the World 
Reform'd fince our laſt Meeting ; what new Miracles 
Have happen'd ? Has Prizl:”s Heart relented ? 
Can he be honeſt? 
aff. Kind Heav'n, let heavy Curſes 
Gall his old Age; Cramps, Aches rack his Bones, 
And bittereſt Diſquiet ring his Heart. 
Oh! let him live, 2 Life become his Burden ; 
Let him groan under't long, linger an A 
In the worſt Agonies and XXI. Deach, 
And find its Eaſe, but late. 
Pier. Nay, could'ſt thou not 
As well, my Friend, have ſtretch'd the Curſe to all 
The Senate round, as to one fingle Villain ? 
aff. But Curſes ſtick not: Could I kill with Curling, 
By Heav'n I know not thirty Heads in Venice 
Should not be blaſted : Senators ſhould rot 
Like Dogs on Dunghills : But their Wives and Daugh- 
Die of their own Diſeaſes. Oh! for a Curſe I ters 
To kill him! | | 
Pier. Daggers, — are much better. 
Taff. Ha! 
Pier. Daggers. 
Zaff. But where are they? 
Pier. Oh! a Thoufand 
May be diſpos'd of in _—_ Hands in Shake 


Taff 


24 Vznice Preſerv'd: 
Faff. Thou talk'ſt in Clouds. | 

Pier. But yet a Heart half wrong'd, 

As thine has „would fmd the Meaning, Faffer. 

Taff. A thouſand Daggers all in honeſt Hands 
And have I not a Friend will ſtick one here? 

Pier. Ves, if I thought thou wert not to be ATE 
T' a nobler Purpoſe, I would be that Friend, 
But thou haſt better Friends ; Friends whom thy Wron 
Have made thy Friends ; Friends worthy to bs call'd 
Pl truſt thee with a Secret: There are Spirits 
This Hour at work. But as thou'rt a Man, 
Whom I have pick'd and choſen from the World, 
Swear that thou wilt be true to what J utter; 

And when Iv'e told thee that which only Gods, 

And Men like Gods, are privy to, then ſwear 

No Chance or Change ſhall wreſt it from thy Boſom. 
Ja. When thou would'ſt bind me, is there Need 

of Oaths ? Counters) 

Green - ſickneſs Girls loſe Maidenheads with ſuch 

For thou'rt ſo near my Heart, that thou may'ſt ſee 

Its Bottom, ſound its Strength and Firmneſs to thee : 

Is Coward, Fool, or Villain in my Face ? 

If I feem none of theſe, I dare believe 

Thou would'ſ not uſe me in a little Cauſe, 

For I am fit for Honour's rougheſt Taſk ; 

Nor never yet found Fooling was my Province : 

And for a villainous inglorious Enterprize 

I know thy Heart fo well, I dare lay mine 

Before thee, ſet it to what Point thou wilt. 

Pier. Nay, tis a Cauſe thou wilt be fond of, Jager 

For it is founded on the nobleſt Baſis, 
Our Liberties, our natural Inheritance; 
Lg s no Religion, no Hy pocny 1 in't; 
8m do the Buſineſs, and ne er faſt and pray ſort 
9 act a Deed the World may gaze 
With Wonder at, and envy when tis done. 

Taff. For Liberty ! 

Pier. For Liberty, my Friend; 

Thou ſhalt be freed from baſe Priul7”s Tyranny, 
And thy ſequeſter d Fortunes keal'd again: 
Lal be free from thoſe opprobrious Wronge, EY 
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That preſs me now, and bend my Spirit downward ; 
All Venice free, and every growing Merit 
Succeed to its juſt Right: Fools ſhall be pull'd 
From Wiſdom's Seat; thoſe baleful unclean Birds, 
Thoſe lazy Owls, who (perch'd near Fortune's Top) 
Sit only watchful with their heavy Wings 
To cuff down new fledg'd Virtues, that would riſe 
To nobler Heights, and make the Grove harmonious. 
Jaff. What can I do? 
Pier. Canſt thou not kill a Senator ? 
Taff. Were there one wiſe or honeſt, I could kill him 
For herding with that Neſt of Fools or Knaves. | 
By all my — thou talk'ſt as if Revenge 
Were to be had; and the brave Story warms me. 
Pier. Swear then! 
Taff. I do, by all thoſe glittering Stars, 
And yon preat ruling Planet of the Night, 
By all good Powers above and ill below, 
By Love and Friendſhip dearer than my Life, 
No Pow'r or Death ſhall make me falſe to thee. 
Pier. Here we embrace, and Flt unlock my Heart. 
A CounciPFs held hard by, where the Deſtruction 
Of this great Empire's hatching : There Þ ll lead thee, 
But be a Man, for thou art to mix with Men 
Fit to diſturb the Peace of all the World, 
And rule it when 'tis wildeſt —— | 
Ja,, I give thee Thanks | 
For this kind Warning: Yes, I'll be a Man; 


And charge thee Pierre, whene'er thou ſeeſt my Fears! 


Betray me leſs, to rip this Heart of mine 
Out of my Breaſt, and ſhew it for a Coward's. 
Come, let's be gone, for from this Hour I chace 
All little Thoughts, all tender human Follies 
Out of my Boſom : Vengeance ſhall have Room: 
Revenge! | 
Pier. And Liberty! 
Ja. Revenge! Revenge 
The SCENE changes to Aquilina's Heaſe, the Greek 
| Ceurtezan. 195 
Enter Renault. 
Ken. Why was my Choice Ambition, the worſt G round 
A Wreich 
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A Wretch can build on? 'tis indeed, at a Diſtance, 
A good Proſpect, tempting to the View; 

The Height delights us, and the Mountain-top 
Looks beautiful, becauſe tis nigh to Heav'n ; 

But we ne'er think how ſandy's the Foundation, — 
What Storm will batter, and what Tempeſt ſhake us. 


Who's there ? 
Enter Spinola. 
Spin. Renault, Good-morrow, for by this Time 
I think the Scale of Night has turn'd the Balance, | 
And weighs up Morning? Has the Clock ſtruck Twelve? 
Ren. Yes; Clocks will go as they are ſet : But Man, 
Irregular Man's ne'er conſtant, never certain: 
I've ſpent at leaſt three precious Hours of Darkneſs 
In waiting dull Attendance ; tis the Curſe 
Of diligent Virtue to be mixt, like mine, 
With giddy Tempers, Souls but half refolv'd. 
Spin. Hell ſeize that Soul amongſt us, it can frighten, 
Ren. What's then the Cauſe that I am here alone? 
Why are we not together ? e | 


Enter Eliot. 
O, Sir, welcome! 3 
- You are an Exgliſman: When Treaſon's hatching, 

One ay "wa thought you'd not have been behind- 

| hand. | 
In what Whore's Lap have you been lolling ? 
Give but an Eng/i/þman his Whore and 
| Beef, and a Sea-coal Fire, he's ours tor ever. 

Eli. Frenchman, you are ſaucy. . 
Ren. How ? | 
Enter Bedamar the Ambaſſador. Theodore, Bramveil, 
Durand, Erabe, Revillido, Mezzana, Ternon, Re- 
troul, Con/pirators. 
Bed. At Difference, fie ! 
Is this a Time for Quarrels ? Thieves and Rogues 
Fall out and braw! : Should Men of your high Calling, 
Mien ſeparated by the Choice of Providence | 
From the groſs Heap of Mankind, and ſet here 
In this Aſſembly as in one great Jewel, 
T' adorn the braveſt Purpoſe it e er ſmil'd on; 
Should you, like Boys, wrangle for Trifles ? 
Ren. Boys! 
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Bed. Renault, thy Hand, | 

Ren. I thought I'd given my Heart 
Long ſince to every Man that mingles here; 

But grieve to find it truſted with ſuch Tempers, 
That can't forgive my forward Age its Weakneſs. 

Bed. Eliot, thou once had'ſt Virtue; I have ſeen 
Thy ſtubborn 'Temper bend with God-like Goodneſs, 
Not half thus courted : *Tis thy Nation's Glory, 

To hug the Foe that offers brave Alliance. 1 
Once more embrace, my Friends — we'll all embrace 
United thus, we are the mighty Engine 

Miuſt twiſt this rooted Empire from its Baſis. 

Totters not it already ? 5 | 

Eli. Would *twere tumbling. 

Bed. Nay, it ſhall down : This Night we ſeal its Ruin. 

| Enter Pierre. | 
Oh! Pierre, thou art welcome. 5 
Come to my Breaſt, for by its Hopes thou look'ft 
Lovelily dreadful, and the Fate of Venice 
Seems on thy Sword already. Oh! my Mars / 
The Poets, that firſt feign'd a God of War, 

Sure propheſy d of thee. | 

Pier. Friends, Was not Brutus, 

(I mean that Brutus, who in open Senate 
Stabb'd the firſt C ſar that uſurp'd the World) 
A gallant Man ? | 

Ren. Ves, and Cataline too; 

Tho! Story wrong his Fame: For he conſpir'd 
To prop the reeling Glory of his Country ; 
His Cauſe was good. 

Bed. And our's as much above it, 
As, Renault, thou'rt ſuperior to Cerhegus, 
Or Pierre, to Caſſius. : 

Pier. Then to what we aim at, 

When do we ſtart ? or muſt we talk for ever? 
Bed. No, Pierre, the Deed's near Birth: Fate ſeems 
to have ſet SET, 
The Buſineſs up, and given it to our Care: 
J hope there's not a Heart or Hand among us, 
But is firm and ready. 
Well 
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We'll die with Bedamar. 
Bed. O Men 
Matchlefs ! as will your Glory be 88 
The Game is for a matchleſs Prize, if won: 
If loſt, diſgraceful Ruin. 
Ren. Who can * it ? 
The public Stock's ; one Venetian 
Truſts not another : "Look i into their Stores 
Of general Safcty ; empty Magazines, 
A tatter'd Fleet, a murmuring unpaid Army, 
Bankrupt Nobility, a harraſs'd Commonalty, 
A factious, giddy, and divided Senate. 
Is all the Strength of Venice: Let's deftroy it; 
Let's fill their Magazines with Arms to awe them, 
Man out their Fleet, and make their Trade maintain it; 
Let looſe their murmuring Army on their Maſters 
To pay themſelves with Plunder ; lop their Nobles 
To the baſe Roots, whence moſt of them firit ſprung ; 
Enſlave the Rout, whom Smarting will make humble ; 
Turn out their droning Senate, and poſſeſs 
That Seat of Empire which our Souls were fram'd for. 
Pier. Ten thouſand Men are armed at your Nod, 
Commanded all by Leaders fit to guide 
A Battle for the Freedom of the World : 
This wretched State has ftarv'd them in its Service; 
And, by your Bounty quicken'd, they're refolv'd 
To ſerve your Glory; and revenge their own: 
They've all their different Quarters in this City, 
Watch for the Alarm and grumble tis fo tardy. | 
Bed. I doubt not, Friend, but thy unwearied Diligence 
Has ſtill kept waking, and it ſhall have Eaſe; 
After this Night it is reſolv'd we meet 
No more, till Venice owns us for her Lords. 
Pier. How lovelily the Aauriatic Whore, 
Dreſs'd in her Flames, will ſhine ! devouring Flames !, 
Such as ſhall burn her to - 
And hiſs in her Foundation.” 
Bed. Now if any 
Among us, that owns this glorious Cauſe, 
Have Friends or Intereſt he'd wiſh to fave, 
Let it be told: The general Doom is feal'd, 
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But I'd forego the Hopes of a World's Empire, 
Rather than wound the Bowels of my Friend. 
Pier. I muſt confeſs, you there have touch'd my 
I have a Friend, hear it! ſuch a Friend! [Weaknefs, 
My Heart was ne'er ſhut to him. Nay I tell you: 
He knows the very Buſineſs of this Hour ; 
But he rejoices in the Cauſe, and loves it: 
We've chang'd a Vow to live and die together, 
And he's ab Hand to ratiſy it here. 
Ren. How! all betray'd. 
Pier. No - I've dealt nobly with you, 
Pre brought my All into the public Stock : 
Fd but one Friend, and him I'll ſhare amongſt you : 
Receive and cheriſh him ; or if, when ſeen 
And ſearch'd, you find him worthleſs, as my Tongue 
Has lodg'd this Secret in his faithful Breaſt, 
To eaſe your Fears I wear a Dagger here 
Shall rip it out again, and give you Reſt. 
Come forth, thou only Good I cer could boaſt of. 
| Enter Jather with a Dagger. 
Bed. His Preſence bears the Shew of manly Virtue. 
Jas. I know you'll wonder all, that thus uncalPd, 
I dare approach this Place of fatal Councils; 
But I'm amongſt you, and by Heav'n it glads me 
To fee ſo many Virtues thus united 
To reftore Juſtice, and dethrone Oppreſſion. 
Command this Sword, if you would have it qui 
Into this Breaſt ; but, if you think it worthy 
To cut the Throats of Reverend Rogues in Robes, 
Send me into the curs'd afſembled Senate: 
It ſhrinks not, tho? I meet a Father there. 
Would you behold this City flaming ? Here's 
A Hand ſhall bear a lighted Torch at Noon 
To th' Arſenal, and ſet its Gates on Fire. 
Ren. You talk this well, Sir. | 
 Faff. Nay——— by Heaven I! do this. 
Come, come, I read Diftruft in all your Faces ; 
You fear me a Villain, and indeed it's odd 
To hear a Stranger talk thus, at firſt Meeting, 
Of Matters that have been fo well debated ; 
But I come ripe with Wrongs, as you with Councils ; 
: I hate 
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J hate this Senate, am a Foe to Venice; 
A Friend to none, but Men reſolv'd like me 
To puſh on Miſchief. Oh! did you but know me, 
I need not talk thus | | | 
Bed. Pierre, I muſt embrace him, 

My Heart beats to this Man, as if it knew him. 
Nen. I never lov'd theſe Huggers. 


Faff. Still I ſee | 
The Cauſe delights me not. Your Friends ſurvey me 
As I were dangerous --But I come arm'd 


Againſt all Doubts, and to your Truft will give 
A Pledge, worth more than all the World can pay for, 
My Belvidera. Ho! my Belvidera ! 
Bed. What Wonder next ? | 
Faff. Let me intreat you, 
As I have henceforth Hope to call you Friends, 
'That all but the Ambaſſador, this 
Grave Guide of Councils, with my Friend that owns me, 
Withdraw a While to ſpare a Woman's Bluſhes. | 
| [Exeunt all but Bed. Ren. Jaff. Pier. 
Bed. Pierre, whither will this Ceremony lead us ? 
 Faff. My Bekvidera! Belvidera / 
Belv. Who? | 
Who calls ſo loud at this late peaceful Hour ? 
That Voice was wont to come in gentle Whiſpers, 
And fill my Ears with the ſoft Breath of Love: 
Thou hourly Image of my Thoughts, where art thou ? 
Taff. Indeed *tis late. | 
Belv. Oh? I have ſlept and dreamt, | 
And dreamt again : Where haſt thou been, thou Loiterer ? 
Tho' my Eyes clos'd, my Arms have ſtill been open'd : 
Stretch'd every Way betwixt my broken Slumbers, 
To ſearch if thou wer't come to crown my Reſt: 
There's no Repoſe without thee : Oh! the Day 
Too ſoon will break, and wake us to our Sorrow : 
Come, come to Bed, and bid thy Cares Good-night. 
Zaff. Oh! Belvidera ! we muſt change the Scene, 
In which the paſt Delights of Love were taſted: _ 
The Poor ſleeps little; we muſt learn to watch 
Our Labours late and early every Morning; — 
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'Mid't Winter Frofts, thin clad and fed with Sparing, 
Riſe to our Toils, and drudge away the Day. 
Beko. Alas! where am II whither is't you lead me! 
Methinks I read Diſtraction in your Face, 
Something leſs gentle than the Fate you tell me. 
You ſhake and tremble too! your Blood runs cold ! 
Heav'ns guard my Love, and bleſs his Heart with Pa- 
tience. l 
FJaff. That I have Patience, let our Fate bear Witneſs, 
Who has ordain'd it ſo, that thou and I, 
(Thou, the divineſt Good Man e'er poſſeſs'd, 
And I, the wretched'ſt of the Race of Man) 
This very Hour without one Tear muſt part. | 
wa Part! muſt we part? Oh ! am then forſaken? 1 
y drag you from me? whither are you going? 
My Deaf my Life! my Love! PO | | 
Jas. Oh! Friend! 
Belv. Speak to me, | 
Zaff. Take her from my Heart, 3 
She'll gain ſuch Hold elſe, I ſhall neꝰer get = 
I charge thee take her, but with tender'ſt Care 
Relieve her Troubles, and aſſwage her Sorrows. 
Ren. Riſe, Madam, and command amongſt your 
Servants. 
Zaff. To you, Sirs, and your Honours, I bequeath her, 
And with her this, when I prove unyvorthy —— . 
[Gives a Dagger. 
You know the reſt Then ftrike it to her Heart ; 
And tell her, he who three whole happy Years 
Lay in her Arms, and each Night repeated 
The paſſionate Vows ſtill of increafing Love, | 
Sent that Reward for all her Truth and Sufferings. 
Belo. Nay, take my Life, ſince he has fold it cheaply ; 
Or ſend me to ſome diſtant Clime your Slave ! | 
But let it be far off, left my Complainings 
Should reach his guilty Ears, and ſhake his Peace. 
Faff. No, Belvidera, I've contriv'd thy Honour: 
Truſt to my Faith, and be but Fortune kind 
To me, as Ill preſerve that Faith unbroken, 
When next we meet, Pl lift thee to a Height 
Shall gather all the gazing World about thee, 


V 


32 Venice Prefrvd: 
To wonder what ſtrange Virtue plac'd thee there. 


But, if we ne'er meet more— 
| Belv. O! thou unkind one; | 
Ne'er meet more! have I deſerv'd this from you? 
Look on me, tell me, tell me; ſpeak thou dear Deceiver. 
Why am | ſeparated from thy Love! 
Tf I am falſe, accuſe me; but if true, 
Don't, prithee don't, in Poverty forſake me; 
But pity the fad Heart, that's torn with Parting. 
Yet hear me? yet recal me [Ex. Ren. Bed. and Belv. 
Fajf. Oh! my Eyes, 
Look not that Way, but turn yourſelves a While 
Into my Heart, and be wean'd altogether. 
My Friend, where art thou ? | 
Pier. Here, my Honour's Brother. 
TFaff- Is Belvidera gone? 
Pier. Renault has led her 
Back to her own Apartment ; but, by Heav'n, 
Thou muſt not ſee her more, till our Work's over. 
Taff. No? 
Pier. Not for your Life. 
Jae. O! Pierre, wer't thou but ſhe, 
How I would pull thee down into my Heart, 
Gaze on thee till my Eye-ftrings crack'd with Love ; 
Till all my Sinews with its Fire extended, 
Fix'd me upon the Rack cf ardent Longing : 
Then, ſwelling, fighing, raging to be bleſt, 
Come like a 2 to thy Breaſt; 
On thy ſoft Boſom hovering, bill and play, 
Confeſs the Cauſe why laſt I fled away; 
Own *twas a Fault, but ſwear to give it o'er, 
And never follow falſe Ambition more. [ Exeua?. 


ACT 
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ACT m. SCENE I. 


Enter Aquilina and her Maid. 
Aqui. * him I am gone to Bed; tell him I am 
| not at home ; tell him Pve better Company 
with me, or any Thing; tell him, in ſhort, I will not 
ſee him, the eternal troubleſome vexatious Fool: He's 
worſe Company than an ignorant Phyſician — I'll not 
be diſturb'd at theſe unreaſonable Hours. : 


Maid. But, Madam! He's here already, juſt enter d 


the Doors. | 


Agui. Turn him out again, you unneceſſary, uſcleſs, 


giddy-brain'd Afs : If he will not be gone, ſet the Houſe 
a Fire, and burn us both: I'd rather meet a Toad in my 


Diſh, than an old hideous Animal in my Chamber to 


Night. 1 
Enter Antonio. 

Ant. Nacky, Nacky, Nach —— how doſt do, Nacky ? 
Hurry, durry. I am come, little Nacky ; paſt Eleven o' 
Clock, a late Hour; Time in all Conſcience to go to Bed. 
Nacky Nact;, did I ſay ? Ah, Nacky, Aguilina, lina, 


lina, guilina, guilina, quilina, Aquilina, Naguilina, 


| Naquilina, Aciy, Acky, Nacky, Nacky, Queen Nach) 

—— come, let's us to Bed —— you Fubbs, you Pugg 

you——you little Puſs——Purree, Tuzzy——1 am a 

Senator. | 
Aqui. You are a Fool, I am ſure. 

Art. May be ſo too, Sweetheart: Never the worſe 
Senator for all that. Come, Nacky, Nacky, let's have a 
Game at Romps, Nacky. 
Aqui, You would do well, Signor, to be troubleſome 

here no longer, but leave me to myſelf ; be ſober and 

go Home, Sir. | 

Ant. Home, dadena! 

Aqui. Ay, Home, Sir. Who am 1? 

Ant. Mdona, as I take it, you are my - you are 
thou art my little Nicky, Nacky —— that's all. 

Aut. | find you are reſolv'd to be troubleſome ; and 
ſo to make ſhort of the Matter in few Words, I hate you, 
| 8 | | deteſt 


. 
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deteſt you, loath you, I am weary of you, ſick of you 
hang you, you are an old, filly, impertinent. —_ 
ſollicitous Coxcomb ; crazy in your Head, and lazy in 
your Body, love to be meddling with every thing, and, 
if you had no Money, you are good for nothing. 
Ant. Good for nothing! Hurry durry, PII try that 
preſently. Sixty one Years old, and good for nothing ! 
that's brave: [To the Maid] Come, come, come 
Mrs. Fiddle- Faddle, turn you out for a Seaſon : Go, turn 
out, I fay, it is our Will and Pleaſure to be private ſome 
Moments — out, out, when you are bid too — [ Puts 
her out and locks the Door] Good for nothing you ſay ? 

Aqui. Why, what are you good for ? 

Ant. In the firſt Place, Madam, I am old, and con - 
ſequently very wiſe, very wiſe, Madona, d'ye mark that? 
In the ſecond Place, take Notice if you pleaſe, that I 
am a Senator, and, when [I think fit, can make Speeches, 
Madona. Hurry durry, I can make a Speech in the 
Senate-Houſe now and then—would make your Hair 
ſtand an End. Madona. | | 

Aqui. What care I for your Speeches in the Senate- 
Houſe ; if you would but be filent here, I ſhould thank 


"a Why I can make Speeches to thee too, my 
lovely Madona; for Example My cruel Fair one. 

[T akes out a Purſe of Gals, and at every Pauſe ſhakes it. 
Since it is my Fate, that you ſhould with your Servant 
angry prove; tho? late at Night hope 'tis not too 
late with this to gain Reception for my Love—There's 
for thee, my little Nicky Nacky—take it, here take it— 
A __ it, or I'll throw it at your Head — how now, 

tebel ! 

Aqui. Traly my illuſtrious Senator, I muſt confeſs 

your Honour is at preſent moſt profoundly eloquent 


Ant. Very well : Come, now let's fit down and think 
upon't a little come, fit, I ſay——-fit down by we 
a little, my Nicky Nacky, ha [Sits down] Hurry 

—p rn — 8 
Aqui. No, Sir, if you pleaſe, I can know my Diſ- 
| , : | Ant. 


or, A Plot Diſcover'd. 35 


Ant. Stand ! How, Nacky up and I down! Nay, then 
let me exclaim with the Poet, | | 


Shew me a Cauſe more pitiful who can, 
A flanding Woman and a falling Man. 


Hurry durry—not fit down — ſee this, ye Gods. 


You won't fit down? 


Aqui. No, Sir. 
Ant. Then look you now, ſuppoſe me a Bull, a Ba/ar- 
Bull, the Bull of Bulls, or any Bull. Thus up I get and 
with my Brows thus bent I broo, I ſay I broo, I broo, 
I broo. You won't fit down will you] broo— 

[ Belloxws like a Bull, and drives her about. 

Aqui. Well, Sir, I muſt endure this. [She fits dbaun.] 
Now your Honour has been a Bull, pray what Beaft 
will your Worſhip pleaſe to be next ? : 

Ant. Now I'll be a Senator again, and thy Lover 


little Nicky Nacky. [ He fits by ber.] Ah! Toad, Toad, 
Toad, Toad ! ſpit in my Face a little, Nacky,—ſpit in my 
Face prithee, ſpit in my Face never ſo little: Spit but 
a little bit——ſpit, ſpit, ſpit, ſpit when you are bid, I 
ſay ; do, prithee ſpit—now, now, now, ſpit ; what you 
won't ſpit, will you? Then I'll be a Dog. 

Aqui. A Dog, my Lord ! 

Ant. Ay, a Dog —and I'll give 


thee this Yother 


Purſe to let me be a Dog—and uſe me like a Dog a lit- 


tle. Hurry durry—I will—here tis [Gives the Purſe. 

An. Well, with all my Heart. But let me beſeech 
your Dogſhip to play your Tricks over as faſt as you 
can, that you may come to ſtinking the ſooner, and be 
turn'd out of Doors as you deſerve. 

Ant. Ay, ay——no matter for that —— that ſhan't 
move [ie gets under the Table.) Now, bough, 
waugh waugh, bough waugh— | Barks like a Dog. 

Aqui, Hold, hold, hold, Sir, I beſeech you: What 
is't you do? If Curs bite, they muſt be kick'd, Sir: Do 
you ſee, kick'd thus. | 

Ant. Ay, with all my Heart: Do, kick, kick on, now 
I am under the Table, kick again — kick harder 
harder yet, bough waugh waugh, waugh, — 
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odd I'll have a Snap at thy Shins —bough waugh waugh, 
waugh, 1 "he kicks bravely 
7 Nay, then I'll go another Way to work with 

: And I think here's an Inſtrument fit for the Pur- 
poſe [ [Fetches a Whip and a Bell. 

hat, bite your Miſtreſs, Sirrah ! out of Doors you 
Dog, to Kennel, and be hang'd ——bite your Miſtreſs 
by the Legs, you Rogue——— [be whips him. 

Ant. Nay, prithee Nacky, now thou art too loving : 
Hurry durry, odd, I'll be a Dog no longer. 

Aqui. Nay, none of your Fawning and Grinning : 
But be gone, or here's the Diſcipline : What bite your 
Miſtreſs by the Leg, you Mungrel! out of Doors— 
hout, hout, to Kennel, Sirrah, 

Ant. This is very barbarous Usge, Nacky, very bar- 
barous ; look you, I will not go—l will not ſtir from 
the Door, that I reſolve—hurry durry, what ſhut me 
out ? [ She whips him oat. 

Aqui. Ay, if you come here any more to Night, I'll 
have my Footman lug you, you Cur ; What, bite your 
poor Miſtreſs Nacky, Sirrah Es Bs 

Enter Maid. 
Maid. Heav'ns ! Madam, what's the Matter? 
[ He howls at the Door like a Dog. 

Has, Call my Footmen hither preſently. 

two Footmen. 

Maid. They're here already, Madam, all the Houſe 
is alarm'd with a ſtrange Noiſe, that nobody knows 
what to make of. 

Aqui. Go, all of you, and turn that troubleſome Beaſt 
in the next Room out of my Houſe—If ever I ſee him 
within theſe Walls. again without my Leave for his Ad- 
mittance, you ſneaking Rogues — I'll have you poĩſon d, 
all poiſor'd li like Rats; every Corner of do Houſe ſhall 
ſtink of one of you : 'Go, . 
my Pleaſure. So; now for my Pierre. 


| T has, when the Godlike Lover is diſpleas'd, 72 
* „ our Feal, and he's appeas'd. [Exeunt. 
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8c E. N E I. 
Belo. I am facrife'd! Tm fold! betray'd to Shame ! 
Inevitable Ruin has inclos'd Md 


No ſooner was-I to my Bed 
er my Condition, 


To weigh and (weeping) 
But the old hoary Wretch, to whoſe falſe Care 


My Peace and Honour was intruſted, came 


(Like T arquin) ghaſtly with infernal Luſt. 


Oh! thou Roman Lucrece! thou could -K find Friends 


to vindicate thy W 


T never had but one, 2er Nod Ae: 


He that ſhould guard my Virtue, has betray'd it; 

Left me! Undone me! Oh that I could hate him ! 

Where ſhall I go ? Oh whither, whither wander! 
Enter Jafher. | 

Taff Can Belvidera want a Reſting- place, 


When theſe poor Arms are ready to receive her! 


Oh! 'tis in vain to ſtruggle Deſires. 
Strong is my Love to thee ; for, every Moment 


Tm from thy Sight, the Heart within my Boſom 


Mourns like a tender Infant in its Cradle, 
Whoſe Nurſe had left it: Come, and with the Songs 
Of gentle Love perſuade it to its Peace. 
_ Beko. I fear the ſtubborn Wandever will not own 
a Rebel, 2 y Fr. ſme; 
it; 


When Bebviders's Tears her Cries, and Sorrows, 
is d; when if ſhe chanc'd to ſigh, 
— there Was indeed a Time 
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Her Heart aſunder ; ftill ſhe bears it all, 

Deaf as the Wind, and as the Rocks unſhaken. 
Ja Have I been deaf? Am that Rock unmov'd, 

Againſt whoſe Root Tears beat, and Sighs are ſent ? 

F 

Witneſs againſt me, Heav'ns, have I done this ? 

Then bear me in a Whirlwind back again, 

And let that dear One ne'er forgive me. 

Oh ! thou too cenſur ſt of my Love! | 

Could' ſt thou but think how I have ſpent this Night, 

Dark and alone, no Pillow to my Head, 

Reſt in my Eyes, nor Quiet in my Heart! 

Thou would'ſt not, Belwvidera, ſurely thou would'ft not 

Talk to me thus, but like a pitying Angel, 

Spreading thy Wings, come ſettle on my Breaſt, 

And hatch warm Comforts there, e're Sorrows freeze it. 
_— then, poor Mourner, in what baleful 


orner 
Haſt thou been talking with that Witch, the Night? 
On what cold Stone haſt thou been ſtretch'd alon 
Gathering the grumbling Winds about thy Head 
n 
Oh! now I find the Cauſe my Love me: 
I am no longer fit to bear a Share | 
In his Concernments : My weak female Virtue 
Muſt not be truſted : Tis too frail and tender. 
Faff. Oh! Porcia ! Porcia ! What a Soul was thine f 


Belv. That Portia was a Woman; and when Brutus, 


Big with the Fate of Rome, (Heav'n guard thy Safety!) 
Comets Rees . 
She let him ſee her Blood was great as his. 
Flow'd from a Spring as noble, and a Heart 
Fit to partake his Troubles, as his Love. 
Fetch, fetch that Dagger back, the dreadful Dower 
Thou gav'ſt laſt Night in parting with me; ſtrike it 
Here to my Heart, ond, ave bed favs how ie, 
Judge if it run not pure as Cats Daughter's. 
| Faff-. Thou art too good, and I indeed unworthy, 
_ Unworthy ſo much Virtue: Teach me how 
I may deſerve ſuch matchleſs Love as thine, 
And fee with what Attention I'll obey thee. 
Zelv. Do not deſpiſe me: 9 
| all» 
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His Fate were finiſh'd ? Tell me, eaſe my Fear; 
Left, when we next Time meet, I want the Power 
To ſearch into the Sickneſs of thy Mind, 
But talk as widely then, as thou look'ſ now. 
Ja. Oh! Bekoidera / 385 | 
Belv. Why was I laſt Night deliver'd to a Villain? 
Taff. Ha! a Villain? | = 
Ves, to a Villain! Why at ſuch an Hour 
Meets that Aſſembly, all made up of Wretches, 
That look as Hell had drawn them into League ? 
Why, I in this Hand, and in that a Dagger, 
Was I deliver'd with ſuch dreadful Ceremonies ? 
% To you, Sirs, and to your Honour I bequeath her, 
And with her this : N bene er I prove hy— 


4 
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Dev. No: 
For Brutus truſted her: Wert thou fo kind, 
What would not Belvidera ſuffer for thee ? 
To SI and tell thee all. 
me as I am a Woman, 
Bat as a Bone,, thy Wife, thy Friend ; who long 
Has had Admiſſion to thy Heart, and there 
Thy Conſtancy, thy Corsage, and thy TH "4 
y Conſtancy Courage, and thy Tru 
Have been my daily Leffon : I have learn'd em. 
And, bold as thou, can ſuffer or deſpiſe 
The worſt of Fates for thee, and with thee ſhare * em. 
aff. Oh! thou divineſt Power! look down and hear 
My Prayers! inſtruct me to reward this Virtue ! 
Yet thank a little, e re thou tempt me further; 
Think Pre a Tale to tell will ſhake thy Nature, 
Melt all this boaſted Conſtancy thou talk'ſt of, 
Into. vile Tears and deſpicable Sorrows : 
Then if thou ſhould'ſt betray me! 
Belkv. Shall I ſwear ! | 
Taff. No, do not fwear : Into vice 
Thy tender Nature with fo rude a Bond: 
But as thou hop'ſt to ſee me live my Days, 
nk love ion tis lock this within thy Breaſt: 
Pre bound myfl by all the rift Scenes, 
Divine and Human—— 
Belo. Speak! 
Taff To kill thy Pacher 
Bekv. My Father! 
Taff. Nay, the Throats of the whole Senate 
Shall bleed, my Bebvidera : He, amongſt us, 
That fpares his Father, Brother, or his Friend, 
Is damn'd. How rich and beauteous will the Face 
Of Ruin look, when theſe wide Streets run Blood ? 
Sende 22 feng o'er the Prater Dead 
utin o'er the proftrate | 
Still to new Waſte ; whilſt thou far off in Safety, 
Smiling, thalt ſee the Wonders of Ss 
And, when e comes, with Ni and re- 
| ceive me. 
Dalv. Oh! 
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_ Jaff. Have 4 Care, and fuink noteven in Thought 


' Bebkv. 1 thou wilt kill me. 
Do, ſtrike thy Sword into this Boſom: 
rere 
Murder my Father! tho” his cruel Nature 
Has me to my Undoin 
Driven me to baſeſt Wants; can | behold him, 
With Smiles of Vengeance, butcher'd in his Age ? 
The ſacred Fountain of my Life deftroy'd ? 
And canꝰſt thou ſhed the Blood, that we we Doing | 
Nay, be a Traytor too, and ſell thy Country? 
Can thy great Heart deſeend fo vilely lor, 
Mix with hir'd Slaves, Bravoes, and common Stabbers, 
Note-ſlitters, Alley-lurking Villains! join 
With ſuch a Crew, and take a Ruffian's Wages 
To cut the Throats of Wretches as they ſleep ? 

aff. Thou wrong' ſt me, Belvidera / I've + ES 
With Men of Souls; fit to reform the Ills 
Of all Mankind : There's not a Heart amongſt them 
But's ſtout as Death, yet honeſt as the Nature | 
Of dives fetmgie, <oPund end View wane Falkions. 
* to whoſe curs'd Hands laſt Night 


v'ſt me? x 

Was a_— Oh! I could tell a Story, 
Would rouze thy Lion Heart out of its Den, 
And make it 5 — 

7 : Speak on, 1 
v. Oh l. my Love, if _— 
Thy Belvidera's Peace deſerv'd thy Care, : 
* Laſt Night, laſt Night ! 
Diſtract me not, but give me all the Truth. 
No fooner:wert thou-gone, and ] alone, 
Left in the Power af that old Fam: of Miſchief; 
No ſooner was I lain on my fad Bed, 
But that vile Wretch approach'd me, looſe, unbutton d, 

Ready for Violation: Then my Heart 
| Throbb'd with its Fears : Oh! how I weptand figh'd ! 
And ſhrunk and trembled ! wiſh'd in vain. for him 
That ſhould protect me! Thou, alas, wert 1 

Taff. P 
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Balu. upbraing Smiley r r ee fan. 


en 
Ao bn ans fo Com ads ive chefs 


But with my Cries I ſcar'd his Coward Heart, me; 
Till he withdrew, and mutter d Vows to Hell. 
Theſe are thy Friends ! with theſe thy Li thy Honour, 
Thy Love all ſtak'd, and all will go to 
"Taff. „ 4 ago 
Clear up thy Sorrows, look as if thy W 
Were all forgot, and treat him like a Fri 
As no Complai hint weee made. No more; retire, 
Retire, my Life, and doubt not of my Honour; 
I' heal its Failings, and deſerve thy Love. | 
Belv. Oh! ſhould I part with thee, I fear thou wilt 
In Anger leave me, and return no more. 

aff. Return no more : I would not live without thee 

Another Night to purchaſe the Creation. 
Zelv. When ſhall we 40-6] 

Ja. Anon at Twelve 
Fil ſteal myſelf to thy expecting 
Come like raved Dore, and. and ring thee Pegs 

1 
aff. By all our Loves. 
AI. "Tis had to part: 
But ſure no Falſhood ever look'd fo fairly. 
Farewel; remember Twelve. [Exit 
Faſt. Let Heav'n forget me, mw 
When I remember not thy Truth, thy Love. | 
How cer is tw Ori, toſs d and joſtled 
From every Corner Fortune's common Fool, 


The Jeſt of an inſtrumental Afs, 
For Villains to lay Loads of Shame upon, 
And drive about juſt for their Eaſe and Scorn. 


Emer Pierre. 


2% Who calls? 


44 5 that could have win d 

_ 'T”have found thee otherwiſe d : What, hunt 
A Wife on the dull Soil! ſure a Huſband . 
Of all Hounds is the dulleſt. 22» TH 


Never be wean'd from Caudles and Confe&ions ? 
What feminine Tales haft thou been liſt' ning to, 
Of unair'd Shirts, Catarrhs and Tooth-ach, got 
By thin-ſold Shoes? Damnation! that a Fellow, 
Choſen to be a Sharer in the Deſtruction 
Of a whole People, ſhould ſneak thus in Corners 
To eaſe his e Luſts, and fool his Mind. | 
Ja. May not a Man then trifle out an Hout 
With a Woman, and not wrong his Calling! 
Pier. Not in a Cauſe like ours. 
Ja. Then, Friend, our Cauſe 
Is in a damn'd Condition : For, I'll tell thee, 
That Canker-worm, call'd Leachery, has touch'd it ; 
*Tis tainted vilely : Would thou a thlnk: it? Renault 
(That mortify'd old wither'd Winter Rogue) 
Loves ſimple Fornication like a Prieſt; 
I found him out for watering at my Wife; 
He viſited her laſt Night, like a kind Guardian : | 
Faith, ſhe has ſame Temptation, that”s the Truth on't. 
Pier. He durſt not wrong his Truſt. 


Taff. "Twas ſomething late h, 
To che the Freedom of = Lady's Chamber: 
Pier. Was ſhe in Bed? 
wid Yes, Faith ! in Virgin-ſheets 
ite as her Boſom, * it'd neatly up, "4 


Might tem a weaker Appetite to taſte. 
Oh! how old Fox I warrant thee, 
When the rank +>. << ww | 


Pier. Patience 
He us'd no Violence? 
Faff. No, no, out on't, Violence 
Play'd with her Neck! bruſt'd her with his 424 


22 tou d, tickl'd her till ſhe ſqu 
May not a Jot of Violence 


Pier. 
ail; Ay, fo ſay I: But huſh, no more on't ; 
hatherto 1s and I beheve 


Myſelf no Monfter yet: Tho' no Man knows 
What Fate he's born to. Sure tis near the Hour 
We dall ſhould meet for our concluding Orders: 
Will the Ambaſſador be here in Perſon ? 


Pier. 
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Pur. No: be has ſent Commiſſion to that Villain 
executing C [Renault 
NE denkble, | 
And keep thy Temper ; for a brave Revenge 
Ne'er comes too late. 
Ja. Fear not, I am as cool as Patience. 
Had he compleated my Diſhonour, rather 
Than' hazard the Succeſs our Hopes are ripe for, 
I'd bear it all with mortifying Virtue. 
Picr. He's yonder, . 
His Thoughts ſeem full. 
aff. Prithee retire and leave me 
Wich him alone: Il put him to ſome Trial; 
See how his rotten Part will bear the Touching. 
Pier. Be careful then. Ear. 
Zaff- Nay, never doubt, but truſt me. | 
What, be a Devil | take a Oath 
For ſhedding native Blood! Can there be a Sin 
In mercitul Repentance ? Oh! this Villain | 
Enter Renault. 2Y 
Ren. Perverſe and What a Slave is Min 
To let his itching Fleſh thus get the better of him ?. 
Diſpatch T 
Who's there? 
raff. A Man. 
N uy p Friend, my 
The Hoſtage of your 
a - 


5 2 are you ſure of that? 

Stand ſhe in perfect Health ? Beats her Pulſe 7 
Neither too hot nor cold? 
Nen. What means that Queſtion ? | 
Ja. Oh! Women: — Confticarions, 
rr f 
And never fir d: Was it not boldly done 
Even ar frft Sight to truſt the Klov'd . 
(A tempting reaſure too) with Youth ſo ſieree 
And viguonee e 
> Who dare accuſe me? 5 
Cuts d be he that doubts 


irtue 3 F-have ud it, and declare, 


Faith, — 
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Were I to chuſe a Guardian of my Honour, M 
r For I k thee. 


72 An: ka thee: There's no Falſhood in thee, 
Thou lool ſt jaſt as thou art: let us embrace. 
Now woul&ft thou ent my Throat, or I cut thine. 
72 4 
You . 
= my” 
Taff. No more. 
Ti a baſe World, — es 
Enter Spi Theodore, Eliot, Revellido, Durand, 
„ and the re 0 the Conſpirators. 
| Ren. — Theowore. "Y 
Spin. The fame. 
Ren. You are welcome. 
Spin. You are trembling, Sir. 
Ren. "Tis a cold Night, indeed ; I am aged, 
Full of Decay, and natural Infirmities; Pier. re enters. 
We ſhall be warm, my Priends, I hope To-morrow. 7 
Pier. "Twas not well done; thou ſhould'ſt hav; 
And not have d him. oak d him. 
Ja. Damn him, let him chew on't. 
Heav'n ! Where am I ? beſet with curſed Friends, 
That wait to damn me! What a Devil's Man, 
When he f his” Nature huſh, my Heart. 
2 _ = riends, *tis late : — on 7 
Where's ? 
Ren. Spinoſa. 
» Here. 
| Ren. Bramveil. 
Bram. I am 
Ren. But and] Broke. 
We Go 2 
e are | 
Rep. Mezzana, Rewvelido, | 
Ternan, Retroff : Oh! You're Men I find, 
e 
To-morrow's riſing Sun muſt 1 
Deck'd in 1 Are Soldiers ready ? 
| C 5 Ren 


pply Petards, and Argnal Gates; 
Then fire the City round in ſeveral Places, 
Or with our Cannon (if it dare reſiſt) 
Batter to Ruin. But above all I charge you, 
Shed Blood enough, ſpare neither Sex nor Age, 
Name nor Conditon ; if there hives a Senator 
After To-morrow, though the dulleſt R 
That e'er ſaid nothing, we have loſt our 2 
If poſſible, let's kill the Name 
Senator, and bury it in 
Ja. Mercileſs horrid Slave Ay, Blood enough! 
Shed Blood enough, old Renault / how thou charm'ſt 
me! | | 
Ren. But one thing more, and then Farewell, till Fate 
Join us again, or ſeparate us ever : 
Firſt let's embrace. Heav'n know's who next ſhall thus 
Wing ye together: But let us all remember, 
We wear no common Cauſe upon our Sword : 
Let each Man think, that on his fingle Virtue 
Depends the Good and Fame of all the reſt ; 
Eternal Honour, or perpetual Infamy. 
Let us remember, through what dreadful Hazards 
Propitious Fortune hitherto hath led us : 

How often on the Brink of ſome Di | 
Have we ſtood tottering, yet ſtill kept our Ground 
3 well, that the dufte Searchers — _ = 
hoſe ſubtle Tracks, which puzzled all i 
Von exocp, Sir. Taff 


A People nurs'd up equally with Vices 
And loathſome Luſts, which Nature moſt abhors, 
And ſuch as without Shame ihe cannot ſuffer. 

Faff. Oh! Belwidera, take me to thy Arms, 
And ſhew where's my Peace, for I have loſt it. [ Exit. 
Ren. Without the leaſt Remorſe then let's reſolve 

With Fire and Sword Yexterminate theſe Tyrants; 
And when we ſhall behold theſe curs'd Tri 1 
Stain'd by the Tears and Sufferings of the Innocent, 
Burning with Flames rather from Heav'n than ours, 
The raging, furious, and unpitying Soldier 


Pulling his reeking * 45 the Boſoms 

Of gaſp Wretches ; in every Quarter, 

To make a Spectaele of Horror; then, 

Then let us call to mind, my deareſt Friends, 

That there is nothing pure upon the Earth; 

That the moſt valu'd Things have moſt Alloys, 

And that in Change of all thoſe vile Enormities, 

Under whoſe Weight this wretched Country labours, 

The Means are only in our Hands to crown them. 

Pier. And may thoſe Powers above, that are propitious 

To gallant Minds, record this Cauſe and bleſs it. | 
Ren, Thus happy, thus ſecure of all we wiſh for, 

Should there, my Friends, be found amongſt us one 

Falſe to this glorious Enterprize, what Fate. 

What Vengeance were enough for ſuch a Villain? 


* 
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Ren. Let that be my Lot, if, as here 1 ſtand, 
Lifted by Bom tie Sil tan | 
Tho' Thad one only Brother, dear by all 
The ſtricteſt Ties of Nature; tho' one Hour | | 
Had given us Birth, one Fortune fed our Wants, Ts 
One only Love, and that but of each _—... 
Still f11'd our Minds: Could I have ſuch a Friend 
oin'd in this Cauſe, and had but Ground to fear 
e meant foul Play; may this right Hand drop from 
If Pd not hazard all my future Peace, [me, 
And ſtab him to the Heart before you. Who? 
Who would do leſs ? would'ſt thou not, Pierre, the ſame? 
Pier. You've ſingled me, Sir, out for this hard Queſ- 
As if *twere ſtarted only for my Sake ; tion, 
Am I the Thing you fear? Here, here's my Boſom, 
Search it with all your Swords : Am I a Traytor? 
Ren. No: But I fear your late commended Friend 
= Come. Sirs, *tis now no Time 
o trifle with our Safety. Where's this Jaſſer? - 
Sp. n r 
Nay, there is in him: I obſerv'd him; 
During the Time I took for Explanation, 
He was tranſported from moſt deep Attention 
To a Confuſion which he could not ſmother. 
_ full of Sadneſs and Surprize, 
tray'd a wavering Spirit in him, 
That labour'd with Reluctancy and Sorrow. 
What's requiſite for Safety muſt be done 
With ſpeedy Execution ; he remains 
Vet in our Power: I for my own Part wear | 
A Dagger 
Pier, Well. 
Rex. And I could wiſh it 
Pier. Where ? | 
Ren. Bury'd in his Heart. 
Pier. Away; we're yet all Friends; 
No more of this, twill breed ill Blood among us, 
Spin. Let us all draw our Swords and ſearch the 
Houſe, : 
Pull bim frem the dark Hole where he fits 
Dn on Ho eh oe ee 
. 
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er, A Plot Diſcover'd. 
-That's dear to me? Is't you ? or you, Sir? 
What, not one ſpeak ? How you ſtand gaping all 
On your grave Oracle, your wooden. God there! 
Yet not a Word! Then, Sir, PII tell y* a Secret; - 
Suſpicion”s bat at. beſt a Coward*s Virtue. [To Ren. 

Ren. A Coward'! ——— "Go 

Pier. Pat up thy Sword, old Man 
Thy Hand ſhakes at it. Come, let's heal this Breach ; 
I am too hot: We yet may all live Friends. - 
Spin. Till we are ſafe, . 
Fier. Again! Who's that? 

Spin. Twas I. 

T heed. And I. 
Rev. AndL 

Eli. And all. 

Ren. Who are on my Side? 

Spin. Every honeſt Sword, | 
Let's die like Men, and not be fold like Slaves. 

Pier. Qne ſuch Word more, by Heav'n Ill to the Se- 
And hang ye all like Dogs, in Cluſters. [nate, 
Why weep your Coward Swords half out their Shells 2 
Why do you not all brandiſh them like mine ? 

You fear to die, and yet dare talk of killing. 

Ren. Go to the Senate and betray us! haſte, 

Secure thy wretched Life ; . 

Leſs than thou dar n be honeſt. 

Pier. That's rank 

Fear'ſt not thou Death? Fie, there's a knaviſh Itch 

In that falt Blood, an utter Foe to Smarting. 

Had Faffer's Wife prov'd kind, he'd ſlill been true. 
Faugh— bow that ſtinks ? 

Thou die ! thou kill my Friend, or thou, or thou, 
With that lean, wither'd Face ! 

Away, diſperſe all to your ſeveral 

And meet To-morrow where your Honour calls you; 
Til bring that Man, whoſe Blood you ſo much thirſt for, 
And you ſhall fee 15. venture 2 — 
Hence, hence, I ay. 

Spin. I fear we have been to blame, 

done too much. 

Dbeud. "Twas wo ar urg'd aint he Man you lr. 


„ 
— 
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Rev. Here take our Swords, and cruſh them with 


Spin, Forgive us, gallant Friend. cet. 
* you've found * 
The Way to melt, and caft me as you will : "MS 
PH fetch this Friend, and give him to your Mercy 
Nay, he ſhall die, if you will take him from me. 
For your Repoſe, I'll quit my Heart's beſt Jewel; 
But would not hare him torn away by Villains, 
A ſpiteful Villainy. 
Spin. No, may you both 
For ever live, and fil the World with Fame. [cord ? 
N Now ye re too kind. Whence roſe all this Diſ- 
! What a dangerous Precipice have we *ſcap'd ! 
How near a Fall was all we'd long been building 1 
What an eternal Blot had ftain'd our Glories, 
If one, the braveſt and the beſt of Men, 
Had fall'n a Sacrifice to raſh Suſpicion, 
Butcher'd by thoſe whoſe Cauſe he came to cheriſh ! 
O! could you know him all, as L have known him, 
How good he is, how juſt, how true, how brave, 
| You would not leave this Place till you had ſeen him; 
Humbled yourſelves before him, kiſs'd his Feet, 
And gain'd Remiſſion for the worſt of Follies. 


Come but To-morrow, all your Doubts ſhall end, 
And to your Loves me better recommend, 
That Pre prgſerv d your Fame, and ſav d my Friend. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Enter Jaffier and Belvidera. 
aff. Here doſt thou lead me? Ev'ry 8 I move, 
7 Warte 1 tread upon fome mangied Lins 
Of a rack'd Friend: F 
Where are we wandering ? 
Belv. To eternal Honour. 5 
You do a Deed ſhall chronicle thy Name, 
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That have fav'd finking Nations: Thy Renown 
Shall be the future Song of all the Virgins, 
Who by thy Piety have been preſerv'd 
From horrid Viol lation ? Every Street 
Shall be adorn'd with Statues to thy Honour, 
And at thy Feet this Inſcription written, 
Remember him that propp'd the Fall of Venice. 
Taff. Rather, remember him, who, after all 
The ſacred Bonds of Oaths and holier Friendſhip, 
In fond Compaſſion to a Woman's Tears, 
Forgot his Manhood, Virtue, Truth, and Honour, 
To facrifice the Boſom that reliev'd him. 
Why wilt thou damn me? 

Belv. Oh! Inconſtant Man! 
How will you promiſe! How will you deceive ! 
Do, return back, and replace me in my Bondage, 
Tell all ad Friends how dang'rouſly thou lov'ſt me, 
And let th ger do its bloody Office. 
Oh ! that Lad . Dagger, Jaſſer, how twill look 
Struck throꝰ my Heart, drench'd in my Blood to th' Hilt ; 
Whilſ theſe poor dying Eyes ſhall with their Tears 
No more torment thee, then thou wilt be free: 
Or, if thou think'ſt it nobler, let me live, 
Till Pm a Victim to the hateful Luſt 
Of that infernal Devil, that old Fiend, 
That's damn'd himſelf, and would undo Mankind. 
Laſt Night, my Love! 

Faff. Name it not again: 
It ſhews a beaſtly Image to my Fancy, 
Will wake me * Madneſs. Oh! the Villain! 
That durſt approach ſuch Purity as thine 
On Terms ſo vile: Deſtruction, ſwift Deſtruction, 
Fall on my coward Head, and make my Name 
The common Scorn of Fools, if I forgive him : 
If I forgive him ! If I not revenge 
With hd e, and moſt unſtaying Fury, 
Thy Suffering, t 2. dear Darling of my Life. 
Belv. Delay no longer then, Ee 
And tell the mall Story ever utter'd: 
Tell em what Bloodſhed, Rapines, Deſolations, 
Have been prepar'd : How near's the fatal Hour, 


Save 
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e thy 8222 ſave the reverend Blood 
Of all its Nobles, which To- morrow's Dawn | 
Muſt elſe ſee ſhed : Save the poor tender Lives 
Of all thoſe little Infants, which the Swords 
Of Murderers are whetting for this Moment : 
Think thou already hear'ft their dying Screams, 
Think that thou ſee'ſt their ſad diſtracted Mothers 
Kneeling before thy Feet, and begging Pity : 
With torn diſhevePd Hair, and ſtreaming Eyes, 
Their naked mangled Breaſts beſmear'd with Blood ; 
And even the Milk, with which their fondled Babes 
Softly they huſh'd, dropping in Anguiſh from em: 
Think thou ſeeſt this, and then conſult thy Heart. 
Faff. Oh MENS 
Belv. Think too, if you loſe this preſent Minute, 
What Miſeries the next Day brings upon thee : 
Imagine all the Horrors of that Night 5 
Murder and Rapine, Waſte and Deſolation, 
Confus'dly raging : Think what then may prove 
My Lot; the Raviſher may then come ſafe, 
And 'midſt the Terror of the publick Ruin 
Do a damn'd Deed; perhaps may lay a Train 
To catch thy Life : Then where will be Revenge, 
The dear Revenge that's due to ſuch a Wrong ? 
7 aff. By all Heav'n's Powers, prophetick Truth dwells 
- umn knee, : | 
For dry Word thou {| ſtrikes throꝰ my Heart, 
Like a new Light, ſhews it how't has wander'd. 
Juſt what thou'ſt made me, take me, Belvidera, 
And lead me to the Place where I'm to ſay 
This bitter Leſſon ; where I muſt betray 
My Truth, my Virtue, Conſtancy, and Friends: 
Muſt I betray my Friend ? Ah! take me quickly ; 
Secure me well before that Thought's renew'd ; 
If I relapſe once more, alls loſt for ever. 
Beto. Haſt thou a Friend more dear than Belwvidera ? 
Taff. No; thou art my Soul itfelf, Wealth, Friend- 
ip, Honour, 
All preſent Joys, and Earneſt of all future 
Are ſumm'd in thee : Methinks when in thy Arms, 
Thus leaning on thy Breaſt, one Minutes more 
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Than a thouſand Years of vulgar Hours. 
Why oy Ha not given me pure? 
Why daſh'd with cruel Wrongs, and bitter Warnings ? 
Come, lead me forward now like a tame Lamb 
To Sacrifice. Thus, in bis fatal Garlands 
Deck'd fine and pleas'd, the Wanton ſkips and 
Trott by th enticing flatt ring Priefteſs' Side, 
And, much tranſported with its little Pride, © 
Forgets his dear 
Tull, by ber bound, he's on the Altar lain, 
| Yet then 100 hardly bleats, fuch Pleaſures in the Pain. 
Enter Officer, and fix Guards, 
Off. Stand, who goes there ? 
Beky. Friends. 
aff. Friends, Bebvidera ? dide me from ey Friends 3 
By Heav'n, I'd rather fee the Face of Hell, 
Than-meet the Man I love. 
OF. But what Friends are you ? 
Taff. Friends to the Senate, and the State of Penice, 
Off. My Orders are to ſeize on all I find : 
At-this late Hour, and bring em to the Council, 
Who are now fitting. | 
Taff. Sir, you ſhall be obey'd. 
Hold, Brute, ſtand off, none of your Paws upon 
Now: the-Lot's eaſt, „ 2 — wilt. 


SCENE IL. The Senate-beuſe 


Where appear fitting the Duke of Venice, Priai, Antonio, 
und eight other Senators 


Dake. Antony, Priuli, Senazors of Voice, 
Speak, why are we afſctabled! here this Fight; 
What have you to inform as-of, concerns 
The State of Yenice Honour, or its Safety? 

Pri. AT an ery Fog as tel you; 
Fathers, theſe Fears were uſeleſs, theſe ſad Tears 
That fall from my old Eyes ; but there is Cauſe 


We all ſhould 4A tear df theſe Purple Robes, 
2 in-Sackcloth, fitting down. 


of the Plain; 4 
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On the ſad Earth, and cry aloud to Heaw'n: 
Heav'n knows if yet there be an Hour to come, 
E're Venice be no more. © 

All Sen. How! 

Pri. Nay, we ſtand 
Upon the very Brink of gaping Ruin. 

Within this City's form'd a dark Conſpiracy 
To maſſacre us all, our Wives and Children, 
Kindred and Friends, our Palaces and Temples 
To lay in Aſhes : Nay, the Hour too fix'd ; | 
The Swords, for aught I know, drawn een this Moment, 
And the wild Waſte From unknown Hands 
I had this Warning: But, if we are Men, 
Let's not be tamely butcher'd, but do ſomething 
That may inform the World, in After-ages, | 
Our Virtue was not ruin d, tho we were. [ 4 Noi/e without, 
Room, Room, make Room for ſome Prifoners— 
Sen. Let's raiſe the City. = 
| Emer and Guards, © 

Pri. Speak there. What Diſturbance ? 

OF. Two Priſoners have the Guards ſeiz'd in the Streets, 
Who ſay, they come to inform this reverend Senate 
About the preſent Danger. | A 
7 £1 and Belvidera guarded. 

All. Give em Entrance Well, who are you? - 
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Duke. The Slave capitulates; 

Give him the Tortures. 
Faff. That you dare not do, 

Your Fear won't let you, nor the longing Itch 

To hear a Story which you dread the Truth of : 

Truth, which the Fear of Smart ſhall ne er get from me. 

Cowards are ſcar d with 'Threat'nings ; Boys are whipt 

Into Confeſſions : But a ſteady Mind | 

Acts of itſelf, ne'er aſks the Body Counſel. 

Give him the Tortures ! Name but ſuch a 


Ant. A bloody- minded F ellow, PII warrant ; 
A damn'd bloody-minded Fellow. 

Duke. Name your Conditions. 

aff. For myſelf full Pardon, 
Beſides the Life of two and * Friends. 

Deli verr a Lift, 

Whoſe Names are here enroll'd: Nay, let their Crimes 
Be nel er ſo monſtrous, I I muſt have the Oaths 


| All. We all ſwear. 
Jag. To grant me what Pve ald. 
Ve ſwear ?- | 
All. We ſwear. TER 1 
Taff. And, as the 
May you and your Poteriry be bleb'd, 
Or eurs'd for ever. | 
All. Elſe be curs'd for ever. 
Jaff Then here's the Lift, and with't the full Diſcloſe 
Of all that threatens you. D another Payer. 
Now, Fate, chou hal caught me. . * 
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Ant. Why, what a dreadful of Cut-throats 
is here ! Pl warrant you not one of theſe Fellows but 
has a Face like a Lion. I dare not fo much as read their 
Names over. - 

Dake. Give Order, that all diligent Search be made 
To ſeize theſe Men ; their Characters are publick. 
The Paper intimates their Rendezvous 
To be at the Houſe of the fam'd Grecian Courtezan, 
Call'd Apuilina ; fee the Place ſecur'd. "EA 

Ant. What? my Nicky Nacky / Hurry, 4 
jj Moſt Moſt Noble 
Senators, 

Right, noble, > ſolid Senators, 

To viehns On Lane and Rights of Nations ? 

The Lady is a Lady of Renown : 

"Tis true, he holds a Houſe of fair Reception, 

And, tho' I ſay't myſelf, as many more 

Can ſay as well as 1, 

2. Sen. Lord, Speeches 

— 7 4 — are ſo near us: 

We all well know your Intereſt in that Lady; 

The World talks loud on't. 

Ant. Vetily I have dohe ; 

I fay no more. 

1 But, fince he ae 1 
ſelf concern'd, pray, Captain, Caution 

To treat the Fair * becomes her C 

And let her Bed- chamber be ſearch'd with Decency. 

You, Jaſſier, muſt with Patience bear till — 

To be our Priſoner. 

Faff. Would the Chains of Death 
Had bound me fafe, e er I had known this Minute. 
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Where I may doze out what Pve left of Life, 
Forget myſelf, and this Day's Guilt and Falſhood. 
Cruel Remembrance, how ſhall I appeaſe thee ? 
| — guarded. Noiſe without. 
More Traytors ; Room, make Room there. 
Duke. How's this, Guards ? 
Where are our Guards? Shut up the Gates, the Treaſon's 
Already at our Doors. [Enter Officer. 
Off. My Lords, more Traytors 
Seiz d in the very Act of Conſultation ; 5 
Furniſh'd with Arms and Inftruments of Miſchief. 
Bring in the Priſoners. 
Euter Pierre, Renault, Theodore, Eliot, Revellido, and 
_ other Conſhirators in Fetters. | 
Pier. You, my Lords and Fathers 
(As you are pleas'd to call yourſelves) of Venice; 
If you fit here to guide the Courſe of Juſtice, 
Why theſe diſgraceful Chains upon the Limbs 
That have fo often labour'd in your Service? 
Are theſe the Wreaths of Triumph ye beſtow, | 
On thoſe, that bring you Conqueſts Home, and Honours? 
Duke. Go on ; you ſhall be heard, Sir. 
Ant. And be hang'd too, I hope. | 8 
Pier. Are theſe the Trophies Pve deſerv'd for fighting 
Your Battles with confederated Powers? 5 
When Winds and Seas conſpir d to overthrow you; 
And brought the Fleets of Spain to your own Harbours; 
When you, great Duke, ſhrunk trembling in your Palace, 
And ſaw your Wife, the Adriatict, plough'd 
Like a lewd Whore, by bolder Prows than yours, 
Stepp'd not I forth, and taught your looſe Venetian: 
The Taſk of Honour, and the Way of Greatneſs ? 
Rais'd you from your capitulating Fears 
To ſtipulate the 'I'erms of ſu'd-for Peace? 
And this my If Tm a Traytor, 
Produce my Charge ; or ſhew the Wretch that's baſe 
—_—— enough, to tell me I'm be. [enough 
Duke. Know you one Faffier ? the Conſp. murmur, 
By late, — be — tal Worth, and Safferi 22 
From a hard Father, taught me firſt to love him. 


; Enter 
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Enter Jaffier guarded. 
| Duke. See him brought forth. 
Pier. My Friend too bound ! nay then 
Our Fate has conquer'd us, and we fall. 
Why droops the Man whoſe Welfare's ſo much mine, 
They're but one thing ! S 
Call us Traytors: Art thou one, my Brother? 
af: To thee I am the falſeſt, verieſt Slave 
That cer betray'd a generous, truſting Friend, 
And gave u 8 ſure of Ruin: 
All our fair Hopes, which — w have crown'd, 
Has this curs'd Tongue o'erthrown. 
Pier. So, then all's over: 
Fenice has loſt her Freedom, I my Life; 
No more; farewel. 
Duke. Say; will you make Confeſſion 
Of your vile Deeds, and truſt the Senate's Mercy ? | 
Pier. Curs'd be your Senate: Curs'd your Conſtitution: 


— 
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ſhake your publick Safety, 
And —_—_ het Robes of Government you wear 
Hateful to you, as theſe baſe Chains to me. 
Dake. Pardon, or Death ! 
Pier. Death ! honourable Death ! 
Ren. Death's the beſt Thing we aſk, or you can give. 
All Confþ. No ſhameful Bonds, but honourable 
Duke. Break up the Council: e | 
A free, but theſe muſt for Judgmen 
, re muſt wait u 
nn [Ex. All the — 
Pier, Come, where's my Dungeon ? Lead me to my 
It will not be the firſt Time I have lodg'd hard [Straw : 
To do the Senate Service. 
Ja, Hold one Moment. 
Pier. Who's he diſputes the Judgment of the Senate ? 


: Preſumptuous Rebel=— on [ Strikes Jaff. 


Taff. By Heav'n, you ftir not. 


1 muſt be heard, I muſt have Leave to jj 
Thou haſt diſgrac'd me, Pierre, by a vi . 


Had not a Dagger done thee nobler Juſtice ? 
karate: . 
or 
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For - fallen beneath -4 2 Injuries: 
Vet upon me with an Eye of Mercy, 
With Fiy and with Charity 4 me; 
Shut not thy Heart againſt a Friend's Repentance; 
But, as there dwells a godlike Nature in thee, 
Liſten with Mildneſs to my Supplications. 
Pier. What whining Monk art thou ? what holy Cheat, 
That would' ſt incroach u my credulous Ears, 
And can'ft thus vilely ? hence! I know thee not; 
Diſſemble and be naſty : Leave, Hypocrite, 
Ja Not know me, Pierre ! 
Pier. No, know thee not; what art thou? | 
Taff. Faffier, thy Friend, thy once lov'd, valu'd Friend! 
Tho? now deſerv'dly ſcorn'd, and us'd moſt hardly. 
Pier. Thou Jaffier / thou my once lov'd, valu'd Friend! 
By Heav'ns thou ly'ſt ; the Man fo call'd, my Friend, 
Was generous, honeſt, faithful, juſt, and valiant, 
Noble in Mind, and in his Perſon lovely, 
Dear to my Eyes, and tender to my Heart: 
But thou a wretched, baſe, falſe, worthleſs Coward, 
Poor even in Soul, and loathſome in thy Aſpect: 
All Eyes muft ſhun thee, and all Hearts deteſt thee. 
Prithee avoid, nor longer cling thus round me, 
Like ſomething — „that my Nature's chilld at. 
Ja. I have not wrong d thee, by theſe Tears I have 
But ftill am honeſt, true, and, hope too, valiant; [not, 
My Mind ſtill full of thee; therefore ſtill noble. : 
Let not thy Eyes then ſhun me, nor thy Heart 
Deteſt me utterly : Oh ! look upon me, 
Look back and ſee my ſal, fincere Submiſſion ! 
How my Heart ſwells, as e en twould burſt my Boſom; 
Fond of its Goal, and labouring to be at thee ; 
What ſhall I do? whiat iay to make thee hear me ? | 
Pier. Haſt thou not wrong'd me? dar'ſt thou call thyſelf 
That once lov'd, valu'd Friend of mine, 
And ſwear thou haſt not wrong'd me? Whence theſe 
Chains ? | | 
Whence the vile Death, which I may meet this Moment ? 
Whence this Diſhonour, but from thee, thou falſe one? 
—— yet grant one Thing, and Ive done 


Pur. What's chat ? af. 
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A difcontented and repining 


When only Men like thee are fit to live in't. 


For thou haſt broke that ſacred Oath too lately. 


— 


Taff. To take thy Liſe on ſuch Conditions 
The Council have propos'd : Thou and thy Friends 
May yet live long, and to be better treated. 

Pier. Life! aſk my Life! confeſs! record myſelf 
A Villain for the Privilege to breathe, 
And carry up and down this curſed City 


Burdenſome to itſelf, a few Years 
To loſe it, may be, at laſt, in a lewd Quarrel- | 
For ſome new Friend, treacherous and falſe as thou art! 
No, this vile World and I have long been jangling, 
And cannot part on better Terms than now, 


Ja. By all that's juſt . 
Pier. Swear by ſome other Powers, 


Jas. Then by that Hell I merit, PI! not leave thee, | 
Till to thyſelf at leaſt thou'rt reconciPd, 
However thy Reſentment deal with me. 
Pier. Not leave me! 
Faff. No; — fron 228 Gem thee 1 
Uſe me reproachfully,. and like-a Slave ; 
Tread on me, buffet me, heap Wrongs on Wrongs 


On my poor Head ; Til bear it all with Patience 
Shall 


weary out thy moſt unfriendly Cruelty: 

Lie at thy Feet and kiſs em, — 9 
Till wounded by my 8 thou relent, ; 
And raiſe me to thy Arms dear Forgiveneſs. 

Pier. * — | 
Faß. a 

2 A Traytor ? 

Yes. 

* A Villain? 

- Taff. Granted. 

Pier. A Coward, a moſt ſcandalous Coward, 
Spiritleſs, void of Honour, one who has fold 


Thy everlaſting Fame for ſhameleſs Life? 


Taff. All, all, and more, much more: my Faults 
are numberleſs. 
Pier. * i thou have me live on Terms like 
ne 


ts 
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Zaff. No; tis to me that's granted: 

Tile Lavery of thy Life was all I aim'd at, 

In Recompence for Faith and Truft fo broken. 
Pier. I ſcorn it more, becauſe preſerv'd by thee ; 

And as when firſt my fooliſh Heart took Pity 

On thy Misfortunes, ſought thee in thy Miſeries, 

Reliev'd thy Wants, and rais'd thee from thy State 

Of Wretchednefs, in which thy Fate had plung'd thee, 

"To rank thee in my Liſt of noble Friends ; 

All I receiv'd, in Surety for thy Truth, 

Were un Oaths, and this, this Dagger, 

Given with a worthleſs Pledge thou fince haſt ſtol'n, 

So I reſtore it back to thee again; 

Swearing by all thoſe Powers which thou haſt violated, 

Never from this curs'd Hour to hold Communion, 

Friendſhip, or Intereſt with thee, tho” our Years 

Were to exceed thoſe limited the World. 

Take it Farewel——for now I owe thee nothing. 
Faff. Say thov wilt live then. a 
Pier. For my Life, diſpoſe it 3 | 

Juſt as thou wilt, becauſe tis what Tm tir'd with. 
Ja. Oh Pierre! e 
Pier. No more. : 

Faff. My Eyes won't loſe the Sight of thee, 

But languiſh after thine, and ake with Gazing. 

Pier. Leave me— Nay, then thus, thus I throw thee 
from me; 

And Curſes great as is thy Falſhood catch thee. [ Exit. 
Taff. Amen. 1 

He's gone, my Father, Friend, Preſerver, 


And here's the Portion he has left me, Halui the Dagger up. 


This Dagger: Well remember d, with this Dagger 
] gave a folemn Vow of dire Importance; 
Parted with this and Belvidera together. 


_ Have a Care, Mem'ry drive that Thought no farther ; 


No, I'll eſteem it as a Friend's laſt Legacy, 
Treaſure it up within this wretched Boſom, 
Where it may grow acquainted with my Heart, 
That, when they meet, they ſtart not from each other. 
So, now for Thinking : A Blow, call'd Traytor, Villain, 
Coward, diſhonourable a fough ! 


Oh! 


- * 
3» — , 2 
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Oh! for a long ſound Sleep, and ſo forget it. 
Down, buſy Devil. 
Enter Belvidera. 


Belv. Whither ſhall I fly ? 
Where hide me and my Miſeries ? 
Where's now the Roman Conſtancy I boaſted Þ 
Sunk into trembling Fears and Def 


Not daring to look up to that dear Face 


Which us'd to ſmile, even on my Faults, but, down 
Bending theſe miſerable Eyes to Earth, 


4 move in Penance, and implore much M 


_ Heav'n has ſurely endleſs Stores 
21 for Bleſſings yet untaſted: 


Let Wretches, loaded had ich Goile, as I am, 


Bow with the Weight, and groan beneath the Burden, 
Creep with a Remnant of that Strength they've left 
Before the Footſtool of that Heav'n _ ve injur'd. 
Oh! Belvidera! I'm the wretched'ſt Creature 


_ F*ercrawPd on Earth: Now, if thou'aſt Virtue, help me, 


Take me into thy Arms, and ſpeak the Words of Peace 
To my divided Soul, that wars within me, 
And raiſes every Senſe to my Confuſion : 


By Heav'n I'm tottering on the very Brink 


Of Peace; and thou art all the Hold I've left. 
Belv. Alas l I know thy Sorrows are moſt mighty: 


I know thou'aſt Cauſe to mourn, to mourn, my Fafier, 


With endleſs Cries, and never-ceafing Wailing ; 
Thow'aft loſt 15 


aff. Oh ! Pve loſt what can't be counted; 
My Friend too, Relvidera, that dear Friend, 
Who next to thee was all my Health rejoic'd in, 


Has us'd me like a Slave, ſhamefully us'd me: 


*T would break thy pitying Heart to hear the Story. 
What ſhall I do ? of = 2 Indignation, . 
Love, Pity, Fear, and Mem'ry how I've wrong Aa, 
Diſtract my Quiet with the very Thought on't, 
And tear my Heart to Pieces in my 

Belv. What has he done? 


J Thou'dit hate me, ſhould I tell thee. 
Balu. Why? 


Zaff. Oh! be has ene yet by Heav's I bear it 
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He has us d me, Belvidera ! But firſt ſwear 


That, when I've told the, thou wilt notloath me utterly, 


pear upon me; 
Goodneſs n 


Tho vileſt Blots and Stains 
Bat ſtill at leaſt with chari 
Be near me in the Pangs of my Affliction ; 
Nor ſcorn me, Bekuidera, as he has done. 
Zelu. Have I then. e'er been falſe, that now I'm 
doubted ? 
Speak, what's the Cauſe, I'm grown into Diſtruſt ? 
2 unſit to hear my Love's Complaining ? 
Zelv. Tell me. 
Jaff- Bear my Failings, for they're many, 
Oh! my dear Angel ! in that Friend Pve loſt 
All my Souls Peace ; for every Thought of him 
Strikes my Senſe hard, and deads it in my Brains: 
Would'ſt thou believe it? 
Belv. Speak. 
aff. Before we parted, 
Fre yet his Guards had led him to his Priſon, 
Full 5 ſevereſt Sorrows for his Sufferings, 
With Eyes o'erflowing, and a bleeding Heart. 
Humbling myſelf almoſt beneath my — 
As at his Feet I knee d, and ſu 4 for Mercy; 
Forgetting all our Friendſhip, all the Dearneſs 
In which we've liv'd ſo many Years together, 
With a reproachful Hand he daſh'd a Blow: 
He firuck me, Belvidera, by Heav'n he ſtruck me! 
Buffetted, call'd me Traytor, Villain, Coward. 
Am I a Coward? Am Ia Villain? Tell me: 
Thov'rt the beſt Judge, and mad'ſt me, if I am fo. 
Damnation ! ! Cones 1 W 
Belv. Oh! ive him, 
And, Art s wound thy Heart already, 
What will they * o- morrow ? 
Ta . Hub? 
To morrow, 
When thou ſhalt ſee him ftretch'd in all the Agonies 
Of a tormenting and a ſhameful Death ; 
His bleeding and his broken Limbs, 
Inſulted o'er by a er. Villain, 
2 
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What will thy Heart do then! Oh! ſure twill ſtream 
Like my Eyes now. 
Taff. What means thy dreadful Story ? 
Death, and To-morrow ? Broken Limbs and Bowels ? 
Inſulted o'er by a vile butchering Villain ? 
By all my Fears I ſhall ſtart out to Madneſs 
With bravely gueffing, if the Truth's hid | 
Beko. The taithful Senators, tis they've need i it: 
They ſay, according to our Friend's R 
They ſhall have Death, and no ignoble Bondage: 
Declare their promis'd Mercy all as forfeited : 
Falſe to their Oaths, and deaf to Interceſſion; 
Warrants are paſs'd for publick Death To-morrow. 
Faff. Death! doom'd to die! condemn'd unheard ! 
unpleaded ! 
Belo. Nay, cruel't Racks and Torments are preparing 
To force Confeſſion from their dying Pangs. 
Oh! do not look fo terribly upon me 


How your Lips ſhake, and all your Face diſorder'd! 
What means mv Love? 


aff. Leave me, I charge thee leave TY 
Temptations 
Wake in my Heart. 
Belv. For what? 
Jaff. No more, but leave me. 
Belv. Why? 


aff. Oh ! by Heav'n I love thee with that Fondneſs, 

J woeld not have thee ſtay a Moment 
Near theſe curs'd Hands: Are they not cold 1 upon thee ? 
[ Pulls the Dagger half out & bis 


Bojem, and puts it back again. 
Belv. No, everlaſting Comfort's in thy Arms. 


To lean thus on thy Breaſt is fofter Eaſe, 
Than dowvy Pillows deck'd on Leaves of Roſes. 
Taft. _ thou chink'ſt not of the Thorns tis fill'd 
wi 
Fly, e're they gaul thee: There's a lurking Serpent 
Ready to leap, and ſting thee to the Hearv: 
Art thou not territy'd ? | 
Belv. No. | 3 
Zaf. Call to Mind 
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What thou haſt done, and whither thou haſt brought me- 
Be'v. Hah! [Miſchief ? 
Taff. Where's my Friend? my Friend, thou ſmiling 

Nay, ſhrink not, now tis too late; thou ſhould'ſt have fled 
When thy Guilt firſt had Cauſe; for dire Revenge 
Is up, and raging for my Friend. He groans ! 
Hark. how he groans ! his Screams are in my Ears 
Already; fee, they've fix'd him on the Wheel, 
And now they tear him Murder! perjur'd Senate! 
Murder—oh !—hark thee, Traitreſs, thou haſt done this; 
Thanks to thy Tears, and falſe perſuading Love. 
How her Eyes ſycak ! O thou bewitching Creature! 
| | [ F-mbling for his Dagger. 
Madneſs can't hurt thee : Come thou little Trembler, 
Creep even into my Heart, and there lie ſafe ; 
*Tis thy own Citadel hah yet ſtand off, 
Heav'n muſt have Juſtice, and my broken Vows 
Will fink me elſe beneath its reaching Mercy, 

Fil wiak, and then *tis done 
Delv. What means the Lord 

Of me, my Lite and Love? What's in thy Boſom, 
Thou graſp'ſt at ſo? Nay, why am I thus treated? 

| Draæus the Dagger, offers to ftab her. 
What wilt thou do? Ah! do not ill me, Faftcr - 
Pity theſe panting Breaſts, and trembling Lin 
That us'd to claſp thee when thy Looks were milder, 
That yet hang heavy on my unpurg'd Soul; 

And plunge it not into eternal Darkneſs. 

Jab. Know, Belvidera, when we parted laſt, 

I gave this Dagger with thee, as in Truſt | 

To be thy Portion, if I cer prov'd falſe. 

On ſuch Condition was my Truth believ'd : 

But now tis forfeited, and muſt be paid for. 


| Offers to /iav her again. 
Belv. Oh! Mercy! * [ Kneeling. 
| Taff. Nay, no Strugg'ing. 
Bev. Now then kill me. | 
[ Leaps upon his Neck, and kifſes hin. 
While thus Ic ing about thy cruel Neck, Fe 
Kiſs thy revengetul Lips, and die in Joys 
Greater than any I can yy” hereaficr. 


Jax 
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Ja. I am, I am a Coward, witneſs't Heav'n, 
Wuneſs it, Earth, and ev'ry Being witneſs: | 
Tis but one Blow! Yet my immortal Love, 
I cannot longer bear a Thought to harm thee. 
He throws way the Dagger, and embraces her. 
'The Seal 8 is ſure upon thee ; 
And thou wert born for yet ads of Wonders : 
O!] thou wert either born to ſave or damn me. 
By all the Power that's given thee o'er my Saul, 
By thy reſiſtleſs Tears and conquering Smiles, 
By the victorious Love that ſlil — on thee ; 
Fly to thy cruel Father, fave my Friend, 
-Or all our future Quiet's loft for ever. 
Fall at his Feet, cling round his reverend Knees : 
Speak to him- with thy Eyes, and with thy Tears 
Melt his hard Heart, and wake dead Nature in him, 
_ Cruſh him in tWArms, torture him with thy Softneſs ; 


| Nor, till thy Prayers are granted, ſer bim frre, 


But conquer him as thou bf conquer d me. (Bult. 


— 2 e __ I 
2 * K 


Pri. HY, cruel Heav'n, have my unhappy Days 
Been lengthen'd to this ſad one? Oh! Diſ- 

And deathleſs Infamy is fall'n upon me. — 

Was it my Fault? 4 La Traytor ? No. 

But then, my only Child, my Dau hter wedded ; 
There my beſt Blood runs foul, a Diſeaſe 

Incurable has ſeiz'd upon my Memory, 

To make it rot and ſtink to After-ages. 

Curs'd be the fatal Minute when I got her g 

Or would that I'd been any Thing Man, | 

And rais'd an Iſſue which weld ne er have wrong'd me. 
The miſerableſt Creatures (Man excepted) 

Are not the leſs efteem'd, tho? their Poſterity 

nerate from the Virtues of their Fathers : 

The vileſt Beaſts are happy in their Offspring, 


ile 
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While only Man gets Traytors, Whores, and Villains. 
8 mw — and fome ſwift Blow from Fate 

y his Head deep, where mine be forgotten. 

Entry Belvidera in a long Mourning Feil. 

Beky. He's there, my Father, my inhuman Father, 
That for three Vears has left an only Child 
Expos'd to all the Outrages of Fate, 

And cruel Ruin l——oh! 

Pri. What Child of Sorrow | 2 
Art thou, that com'ſt wrapt up in Weeds of Sadneſs, 
And mov'ſt as if thy Steps were towards a Grave ? 
Belv. A Wretch who from the very Top of Happineſs 
Am fallen into the loweſt Depths of Miſery, 
And want your pitying Hand to raiſe me up again. 
Pri. Indeed thou talk'it as thou hadſt taſted Sorrows ? 
www I could help thee. | 

Belo. Tis g in your Power: 

The World kh . — charitable ; and I, 
Who ne er aſk'd Alms before, in that dear Ho 
Am come a Begging to you, Sir. 

Pri. For what ? | 

Beko. Oh! well me, is this Voice a ſtrange one? 
Confider too, when Beggars once pretend 155 
A Caſe like mine, no little will content em. 

Pri. What would'ſt thou beg for ? 

Belv. Pity and Forgiveneſs. [Throws up her Veil 
By the kind tender Names of Child and Father, 
Hear my Complaints, and take me to your Love. 

Pri. My Daughter ! 5 

Belv. Yes, your Daughter, by a Mother 
Virtuous and noble, faithful to your Honour, 
Obedient to your Will, kind to your Wiſhes, 

Dear to your Arms. By all the Joys ſhe gave you, 
When ia her blooming Years ſhe was your Treaſure, 
Look kindly on me ; in my Face behold 

The Lineaments of her's you've kiſs'd fo often, 
Pleading the Cauſe of your poor caſt - off Child. 
Pri. Thou art my Daughter. 

| Helv. Ves —and you've oft told me, 

Wich Smiles of Love and chaſte paternal Kiſſes, 

Pd much Reſemblance of my Mother. 

6 D 4 | Pri, 
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Before we part: Juſt take me in your Arms, 
And recommend me with a Prayer to Heav'n, 


68 

Pri. Oh! | | 
Hadft thou inherited her matchleſs Virtues, 
Pad too been bleſs'd. 

Belv. Nay, do not call to M 


VEtnxnice Preſervd: 


| My Diſobedience, but let Pity enter 


Into your Heart, and quite deface the Im 

For could you think how mine's perplex'd, what Sadneſs, 

Fears and Deſpairs diſtract the Peace within me. 

Oh! you would take me into your dear, dear Arms, 

Hover with ſtrong Compaſſion o'er your young One, 

To ſhelter me with a protecting Wing 

From the black gather'd Storm, that's Juſt, juſt breaking, 
Pri. Don't talk thus. 


Belv. Yes, I muſt; and you maſt hear 600, 


1 have a Huſband. 


Fri. Damn him. | 
Betv. Oh! do not curſe him; 
Pe would not ſpeak fo hard a Werd towards you 
On any Terms, howe'er he deal with me. 
Pri. Ha! what means my Child? 
Beiy. Oh! there's but this ſhort Moment 
'Twixt me and Fate : You ſend me not with Curſes 
Down to my Grave; afford me one kind Bleſſing 


That [| may die in Peace; and when I'm dead ——» 
Pri. How my Soul's catch d! 
Beiv. Lay me, I beg you, lay me 
By the dear Aſhes of my tender Mother, 
She would have pity'd me, had Fate yet ſpar'd her. 
Pri. By Heav'n, my aking Heart forebodes much 
Miſchief. 
Tell me thy Story, for I'm ftill thy Father. 
Belv. No: I'm ftall contented. 
- Pri. Speak. 
Bekv. No Matter. 
Pri. Tell me, | | 
By you bleſs'd Heav'n, my Heart | runs o'er wh Fond- 
_ Oh! [neſs. 
- Unter't. 
"> Oh! nn ns 


Carries 
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Carries a Dagger in his once kind Boſom, ; 
To pierce the Heart of your poor Bel videra. 
Pri. Kill thee ! 
Belv. Yes, kill me. When he paſs'd his Faith 
And Covenant againſt your State and Senate, 
He gave me up as Hoſtage for his Truth : 
With me a Dagger, and a dire Commiſſion, 
Whene'er he fail'd, to plunge it thro' this Boſom. 
J learnt the Danger, choſe the Hour of Lore 
T' attempt his Heart, and bring it back to Honour. 
Great Love prevail'd, and bleſs'd me with Succeſs ; 
He came, confeſs d, betray'd his deareſt Friends 
For promis d Mercy, Now they're doom'd to ſuffer, 
GalFd with Remembrance of what then was ſworn, 
If they are loſt, he vows t appeaſe the Gods | 
Vith "his poor Life, and make my Blood th'Atone- 
Pri. Heav'ns! { ment. 
Belv. Think you ſaw what paſs'd at our laſt — 
Think you beheld him like a raging Lion, 
Pacing the Earth, and tearing up his Steps, 
Fate in his Eyes, and roaring with the Pain 
Of burning Fury: Think you ſaw his own Hand 
Fix'd on my Throat, whilſt the extended other 
Graſp'd a keen threat'ning Dagger: Oh ! *twas thus 
We laſt embrac'd, when, trembling with Revenge, 
He dragg'd me to the Ground, and at my Boſom 
Preſented horrid Death; cry'd out, my Friends, 
Where are my Friends ? ſwore, wept, rag'd, threaten'd, 
| lov'd ; 
For he yet lov'd, and that dear Love preſerv'd me 
To this latt Trial of a Father's Pity. 
I fear not Death, but cannot bear a Thought 
That that dear Hand ſhould do the unfriendly Office. 
If I was ever then your Care, now hear me; 
Fly to the Senate, fave the promis'd Lives 
of his dear Friends, e're mine be made the Sacrifice: 
Pri. Oh! my Heart's Comfort ! | 
Belv. Will you not, my Father? 
Weep not, but anſwer me. 
Pri. By Heav'n I will. 


Not one of em but what ſhall | e immortal. . 
_— C:nÞ 


4 
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Canſt thou forgive me all my Follies paſt, 

I'll henceforth be indeed a Father; — 

Never more thus expoſe, but cheriſh thee, 
Dear as the vital Warmth that feeds my Life, 
Dear as theſe Eyes that weep in Fondneſs o'er thee : 
Peace to thy Heart. Farewel. 

Bev. Go, and remember 
*Tis Belvidera's Life her Father pleads for. [ Ex. ſeveralh. 
Signor Priui, my Lord Priuli, my Lord, my Lord, 
my Lord: Now we Lords love to call one another by 
our Titles. My Lord, my Lord, my Lord, —Pox on 
bim, Lam a Lord as well as he. And fo let him fid- 
dle——Pl warrant him he's gone to the Scnate-houſe, 
and Vil be there too foon enough for ſomebody. Odd 
—— here's a tickling Speech about the Plot, VII prove 
there's a Plot with a Vengeance, — Would I had it 
without Book; let me ſfee——— 

Moſt reverend Senators, 5 | 
That there is a Plot, ſurely by this Time no Man that 
hath Eyes or Underſtanding in his Head will preſume to 
doubt; *tis as plain as the Light in the Cucumber—no 

hold there Cucumbers does not come in yet— tis 
das plain as the Light in the Sun, or as the Man in the 
Moon, even at Noon-day. It is iadeed a Pumpkin- 
Plot, which, juſt as it was mellow, we have gather'd, and 
now we have gather'd it, prepar'd and dreſs'd it, ſhall 
we throw it like a pickled Cucumber, out at the Win- 
dow? No: That it is not only a bloody, horrid, exe- 
crable, damnable, and audacious Plot, but it is, as I 
may ſo ſay, a ſaucy Plot: And we all know, moſt Re- 
verend Fathers, that what is Sauce for a Gooſe is Sauce 
for a Gander: Therefore, I ſay, as thoſe blood - thirſty 
Ganders of the Conſpiracy would have deſtroy'd us 
Geeſe of the Senate, let us make hafte to deſtroy them: 
{ I humbly move for Hapging—Hah ! hurry, durry, 
I think this will do; though I was ſomething out 
at firſt, about the Sun and 8 | 
— Euter Aquilina. 
A.. Good morrow, Senator. 


at, 
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Ant. Nacky, my dear Nacky ; Morrow, Nacky, odd I 
am very briſk, very merry, very pert, very jovial 
ba aa 2 a——kiſs me, Nacky; how doſt thou do, 
my little tory rory Strumpet ? Kiſs me, I fay, Huſſy, 
me. 
* Kiſs me, Nachy / hang you, Sir Coxcomb, hang 
„ Sir. 
* Haity taity, is it ſo indeed? With all my Heart, 
Faith——— Hey, then up go aue. Faith, Hey———then up go 
ve, dum dum derum dump. [ Sings. 
Aqui. Signor. 
Ant. Madona. 
Aqui. Do you intend to die in your Bed? 
Ant. About threeſcore Years hence much may be 
done, my Dear. 
Aqui. You'll be hang'd, Signor. 
Ant. Hang'd, Sweet-heart, prithee be quiet; hang'd 
2 that's a merry Conceit with all my Heart; why 
ou jok'ſt, Nacky ; thou art given to Joking, I'll ſwear ; 
well, I proteft, Nacky, nay, I muſt proteſt, and will pro- 
teſt, that I love Joking dearly, Man. And I lov:: thee 
for Joking, and I! kiſs thee for Joking, and towſe thee 
_ for Joking ; and odd, I have a deviliſh Mind to take thee 
aſide about that Buſineſs for Joking too, odd I have; and 
Hey, then up go we, dum dum derum dump. [ Sings. 
Aqui, See you this, Sir? [ Draws a Dagger. 
Axt. O Laud, a Dagger! Oh! Laud! it is naturally 
my Averſion, I cannot endure the Sight on't; hide it 
for Heaven's ſake, I cannot look that Way till it be gone 
——-hide it, hide it, oh! oh! hide it. | 
Aqui. Yes, in your Heart Pll hide it. | 
E Ant. My Heart! what, hide a Dagger in my Heart's 
lood ! 
* Yes, in thy Heart, thy Throat, thou pamper'd 
il; | 
Thou haſt help'd to ſpoil my Peace, and I'll have Ven- 


nce 

On thy — Life for all the bloody Senate, 
The perjur'd faithleſs Senate: Where's my Lord, 
My Happineſs, my Love, my God, my Heroe, 
Doom'd b thy accurſed Tue among the reſt, 


T a 
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T” a ſhameful Rack ? By all the 
PII be whole Years in murdering 
Ant. Why, Naciy? 
Wherefore ſo paſſionate * What have I done; what's 
the Matter, my dear Nachy? Am not I thy Love, thy 
_ Happineſs, thy Lord, thy Heroe, thy Senator, and e- 
very Thing in the World, Nacky. 

Aqui. Thou! think'ft thou, thou art fit to meet my 
To bear the cager Claſps of my Embraces ? [Joys : 
Give me Picrre, or | 
Au. Why, he's to be hang'd, little Nacky ; 

Truſs'd up for Treaſon, and fo forth, Child. 
Aqui. Thou ly'ſt; ſtop down thy Throat that hellih 
Sentence, 


Or *tis thy laſt: Swear that my Love ſhall live, 
Or thou art dead. 


Ant. Ah! h h h. 

Agui. Swear to recall his Doom; 
Swear at my Feet, and tremble at my Fury. 

Ant. I do; now if the would but Bed. © little bit, ore 
Ah! h h h. [Kick now. 


uz. Swear, or 
45. 100 by theſe dear fragrant Foots [ Nacky. 
And little Toes, ſweet * e e e e, my Nach, Nacky, 


Aqui. How ! [and Troth. 

Ant. Nothing but untie thy Shoe ſtrings a little, Faith 
That's all, that's all, as I — to live, Nacty, that's all. 

Ai. Nay, then 
. Aat. Hold; hold, thy Love, thy Lord, thy Heroe 
Shall be preſerv'd and ſafe. 


Aqui. Or may this Poniard 
Nuſt in thy Feat, 


Ant. With all my Soul. 

gui. Fare wel. [Ex. Aquil. 

Ant. Adieu: Why, what a bloody minded inveterate 
termagant Strumpet have I been plagu'd with! oh! h h! 
Vet more! nay, chen die, I die—Pm dead already. 
[Stretches out * if. 


© thats in meg 


Enter Jaffier. 


Yafſ. Final Deſtruction ſeize on all the World, 
| Bend down, ye Heav'ns, and, ſhutting round this 2 6 
ru 
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Cruſh the vile Globe into its firſt Confuſion ; x 
Scorch it with elemental Flames to one curs'd Cinder, 
And all us little Creepers in't call'd Men 

Burn, burn to nothing: But let Venice burn 

Hotter than all the reſt : Here kindle Hell, 

Ne'er to extinguiſh ; and let Souls hereafter 

Groan here in all thoſe Pains, which mine feels now. 


Exter Belvidera. 
Bel. My Life (7; [ Meeting him. 
My Plague Plague 2 —— AA. am her. 
24. Nay, then 1 ſee my Ruin: | 15 
If I muſt die! 
Faff. No, Death's this Day too buſy ; 
Thy Father's ill-tim'd Mercy came too late. 
I thank thee for thy Labours though, and him too: 
Zut all my poor betray'd unhappy Friends 
Have Summons to prepare for Fate's black Hour: 
And yet I live. 
Bet. Then be the next my Doom : 
I fee thou haſt paſs'd my Sentence in thy Heart, 
And Ell no longer weep or plead againſt it, 
But with the humbleſt, moſt obedient Patience 8 
Meet thy dear Hands, and kiſs em when they wound 
Indeed 1 am willing, but I beg thee do it [me. 
With ſome Remorſe; and when thou giv'ſt the Blow, 
View me with Eyes os a relenting Love, 
And ſhew me Pity, for 'twill fweeten Juſtice. 
Taff. Shew Pity to thee ? 
Belv. Yes, and when thy Hands, | 
Charg'd with my Fate, come trembling to the Deed, - 
As thou haſt done a Thouſand Thouſand dear Times 


To this poor Breaſt, when kinder Rage hath brought 
thee, 


When our ſtung Hearts have leap'd to meet each other, 
And melting Kiſſes fral'd our Lips together; 
When Joys | Era lett me gaſping in thy Arms: 
So let my Death come now, and III not ſhrink from't.. 
| aff. Nay, Belvidera, do not fear my Cruelty, 
Nor let the Thoughts of Death perplex thy Fancy ; ; 
But anſwer me to what I ſhall demand, 
With a firm Temper and unſhaken Spirit. 
Dev. I will when I've done weeping — 


/ 


Taff 
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Taff. Fie, no more on't 

Ho long 1s't fince that miſerable Day 

We wedded firſt ? | 
Belv. Oh! hh! 
aff. Nay, keep in thy Tears, 

Leſt they unman me too. 

 _ Belv. Heav'n knows I cannot; | 

The Words you utter ſound fo very ſadly 

The Streams will follow | | 

 Faf. Come, Ill kiſs em then. 
Belv. But was't a miſerable Day? 

| Taff. A curs'd one. PIT 
Belv. I thought it otherwiſe ; and you've oft fworn, 

In the tranſporting Hours of warmeſt Love, 

When ſure you ſpoke the Truth, you've ſworn 1 
Faff. "Twas a raſh Oath. I bleſs'd it. 
Belv. Then why am I not curs'd too? 

Taff. No, Belvidera, by th'eternal Truth, 

I doat with too much Fondneſs. 

Belv. Still fo kind! * 
Still then do you love me ? 
Faff. Nature, in her Workings, 

Inclines -not with more Ardour to Creation, 

Than I do now towards thee : Man ne'er was bleſs A, 

Since the firſt Pair met, as I have been. | 
Belv. Then ſure you will not curſe me? 

 Faff. No, I'll blefs thee. 

I came on Purpoſe, Balvidera, to bleſs thee. 

"Tis now, I think, three Years, we've liv'd together. 
Belv. And may no fatal Minute ever part us, 

Till reverend for Age and Love, we go 

Down to one Grave, as our laft Bed, together ; 

There ſleep in Peace, till an eternal Morning. | 

Jab. When will that be? [ Sighing. 
Belv. I hope long Ages hence. 
Faff. Have I not hitherto (I beg thee tell ma 

Thy very Fears) us'd thee with tender'it Love? 

Did e'er my Soul rife up in Wrath againſt thee ? 

Did I e'er frown, when Belvidera ſmil'd ? 

Or, by the leaſt unfriendly Word betray 

Abatiug Paſſion ? Have I ever wrong d thee ? 

"Oy ZBelu. No. | | 


Jofe 
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Taff. Has my Heart, or have my Eyes e're wander'd N 
To any other Woman? | 
Belv. Never, never—TI were the worſt of falſe Ones, 
ſhould I accuſe thee. | 
I own I've been too happy, bleſs'd above | 
My Sex's Charter. | f 
Taff. Did I not ſay I came to bleſs thee ? j 
Belv. Yes. | 
Faff, Then hear me, bounteous Heaven; ; | 
Pour down your Bleſſings on this beauteous Head, | | 
Where everlaſting Sweets are always ſpringing, 
With a continual giving Hand: Let Peace, 
Honour, and Safety always hover round her; 
Feed her with Plenty, let her Eyes ne'er ſee 
A Sight of Sorrow, nor her Heart know Mourning : : 
Crown all her Days with Joy, her Nights with Reft, 
Harmleſs as her own Thoughts ; and prop her Virtue 
To bear the Loſs of one that too much lov'd; 
And comfort her with Patience in our Parting. 
Belv. How, Parting, Parung! 
aff. Yes, for ever arting ; ; 
T have ſworn, Belwvidera, by yon Heay'n, 
That beſt can tell how much I loſe, to leave thee, 
We part this Hour for ever. 
Beko. Oh! call back 
'Your cruel Blefling ; ſtay with me and curſe me! 
| Je No, tis reſolv d. 
Then hear me too, juſt Heav'n: 
Pour down your Curſes on this wretched Head 
With never-ceafing Vengeance ; let Defpair, 
Danger, and Infamy, nay all, furround me ; 
* me with Wantings; let my Eyes ne'er ſee 
ht of Comfort, nor my Heart know Peace, 
But ny <4 my Days with Sorrow, Nights with Horrors 
Wild as my en Fhoughts now, and let looſe Fury 
To wake me mad enough for what I loſe, 
If I muſt loſe him. 1 muſt? I will not, 
Oh! turn and hear me 
TFaff. Now hold, Heart, or never. 
Beto. By all the tender Days we've liv'd 


By all our charming Nights and Joys that crown': 55 


76 Venice Preſerv'd: 


Pity my fad Condition; ſpeak, but ſpeak. 
2 Oh! hh! 
Belv. By theſe Arms that now cling round thy Neck, 
By this dear Kiſs, and by Ten Thouſand more, 
By theſe poor ſtreaming Eyes 
7 aff. Marder unhold me: 
By th' immortal Deſtiny that doom'd me 
[ Draws his Dagger. 
To this curs'd Minute, Il not live one longer; 
Reſolve to let me go, or ſee me fall 
Bclv. Hold, Sir, be patient. 
aff. Hark, the diſmal Bell Lage- Bal. tolls. 
Tolls out for Death! I muſt attend its Call too; 
For my poor Friend, my dying Pierre, expects me: 
He ſent a Meſſage to require I'd fee him 
Before he dy'd, and take his laſt F orgiveneſs. 
Farewel, for ever. 
Belv. Leave thy Dagger with me, 
Bequeath me ſomething—— Not one Kiſs at Parting ; 
Ch! my poor Heart, when wilt thou break? | 
_[Eozng out,” locks back at him. 


Faß. Yet ſtay: 

We have a Child, as yet a tender Infant; 

Pe a kind Mother to him when I'm gone, 

Breed him in Virtue, and the Paths of Honour, 

But never let him know his Father's Story ; 

I charge thee guard him from the Wrongs my Fate 

May do his future Fortune, or his Name. 

Now — nearer yet 6 each other. 

Oh! that my Arms were riveted 

Thus round thee erer! But my Friends! my Oath ! 

This, and no more. [ Kifes her. 
Belv. Another, ſure another, 

For that Poor little Oze you've ta'en ſuch Care of, 


Pl give't him truly. 
aff. So now — 
Bely. For ever? 
aff. Heav'n knows for ever; all good Angels guard 
thee. [| Earr. 


' Bebo. All ill ones ſure had Charge of me this Moment. 
Cuzs'd. be my Days, and doubly cars'd my Nights, . 
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Which I muſt now mourn out in widow'd Tears; 
Blaſted by every Herb, and Fruit, and Tree; 
Curs'd be the | Rain that falls upon the Earth, 
And may the general Curſe reach Man and Beaſt! 
Oh! give me Daggers, Fire or Water : 
How could bleed, how burn, how drown, the Waves 
Huzzing and foaming round my — Head, 
Till I deſcended to the aceful Bottom ! 
Oh ! there's all Quiet, all Rage and Fury: 
'The Air's too thin, and pierces my weak Brain ; 
J long for thick ſubſtantial Sleep: Hell! Hell! 
Burſt from the Center, rage and roar aloud, 
If thou art half ſo hot, ſo mad as I am. 
| Eater Priuli and Servants. 
Who's there ? | [They ſeize her. 
Pri. Run, ſeize, and her ſafely home, 
„ Alas, Gas} 
Betv. _ to my Huſband ? then conduct me 
| ick 
Are all Things ready? Shall we die moſt gloriouſ | 
Say not a Word of this to my old Father : 7 
Murmuring Streams, ſoft Shades, and f Flowers, 
Lutes, Laurels, Seas of —— and Ships of Amber. Ex. 
* diſceuers @ Scaffold, and a Wheel 
for the Executing of Pierre; then enter Of. 
= 1 a Friar, Executioner, and a 
great Rabble, 
Off Room, Room there—fland all by, make Room 
for the Prifoner. 
Pier. My Friend not yet come ? 
Friar. Why are you fo obſlinate ? 
Pier. Why you ſo troubleſome, that a poor Wretch 
can't die in Peace, 
But you, like Ravens, will be croaking round him 2 
Friar. Yet Heava 
Pier. I tell thee, Heav'n and I are Friends: 
S Peace with't yet by cruel Murders, 
apine, or Per) » OF vile Deceiving: | 
But liv'd in han 1 ho towards all Men : 
Nor am a Foe to the moſt ſtrong Believers, 
Howe'er my own ſhert-ſighted Faith confines me. 


Friar. 


78 Vznrce Preſervd: 

Friar. But an — udge 
Pier. You ſay my Con S 

Maſt be my Accuſer; I have ſeareh'd that Conſcience, 
And find no Records there of Crimes that ſcare me. 

Friar. Tis ſtrange you ſhould want Faith. 

Pier. You want to lead 

My Reaſon blind-fold, like a hamper'd Lion, 
Check'd of its nobler Vigour ; then when bated 
Down to obedient Tameneſs, make it couch, 
And ſhew ſtrange Tricks, which you call Signs of Faith. 
Ss filly Souls are gull'd, and you get Money. 
Away ; no more: Captain, I'd have hereafter 
This Fellow write no Lyes of my Converſion, 
Becauſe he has crept upon my troubled Hours. 

Taff. Hold: E 7" 4 
Faß. « 5 

Heart, Prone Bw to bear 
This hideous Sight, and humble me: Take 
The laſt Forgiveneſs of a dying Friend, 
Betray'd by my vile Falſhood to his Ruin. 


Oh! Pierre / 
— Yet nearer. * 
aff, Crawling on < | 
| rn let me thee; 
How ſhall I look up to thy injur d Face, 
That always us'd to ſmile with Friendſhip on me; 
It darts an Air of ſo much manly Virtue, 
That J, methinks, look little in thy Sight, 
And Stripes are fitter for me than Embrace _ 
Pier. Dear to my Arms, tho” thou'ſt undone my Fame, 
I can't f to love thee : Prithee, Jaſſer, 
Forgive that filthy Blow my Paſſion dealt thee : 
I am now preparing for the Land of Peace, 
2 fain would have the 1 
all Men, like thee, to bleſs my Journey. 
— I am the vileſt Creature, worſt than e er 
Suffer d the ſhameful Fate thou'rt going to taſte of. 
Why was I ſent for to be us'd thus kindly ? 
Call, call me Villain, as I am; deſcribe 
The foul Complexion of my hateful Deeds ; 
Lead me to th Rack, and firetch me in thy _ 
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I've Crimes enough to it its full Load, 

And do it Credit; . but ſpoil the Uſe out, 

And honeſt Men hereafter bears its Figure 

About 'em as a Charm from treacherous Friendſhip. 

Off The Time grows ſhort, your Friends are dead 
alread 


y. 
aff. Dead ! 


Pier. Ves, dead, Jaſter; they've all dy'd like Men too! 


Worthy their Charakter. 
Faffi And what muſt I do? 
4 Oh! Taffer / 
of. Speak aloud thy burthen'd Soul, 
And 21 thy Troubles to thy tortur'd F riend, 8 
Pier. Friend! Could'ſt thou yet be a Friend, 2 ge- 
nerous Friend, 
1 might hope Comfort from thy noble Sorrows. 
Heav'n knows I want a Friend. 
Faff. And a kind one, 3 
r re Plwe, 
Or think, when he's to die, my Thoug „„ 
Pier. No ! Live, I charge thee, Jaſfer. 
Taff Yes, I will live : 
But it ſhall be to ſee thy Fall reveng d 
1 
Pier. Wilt thou? 
Faff. Iwill, by Heav'n. 
Pier. Then ſtill thou'rt noble, 


And | forgive thee. Oh yet tall I truſt thee ? 


 Jaff- No; Te been falſe already. 
Pier. Do'ſt thou love me? 5 by Doubr; 
Rip up my Heart, and ſatisfy t tings. 
* Curſe fry Weakneſs. LAH qwec ps. 
Taff. Tears! Amazement! Tears! 
I never ſaw thee melted thus before; 
And know there's Gn labouring in thy Boſom 
That muſt have Vent: Tho I'm a Villain, tell me. 
Pier. See ſt thou 21 Engine ? {Pointing to the Wheel. 
aff. Why ? 
iz Is't fe a Soldier, who has lived with Honour, 
Fought Nations Quarrels, and been crown'd with Con- 


Be expos'd a common Carcaſe on a Wheel! — | 


: 
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aff. _ 
Pier. Speak: Ist fi ? 
Jah. Fitting ? * 
Pier. Yes, - t fittiy 
Taff. What's to be Lp 
Pier. I'd have thee undertake 
Something that's noble to preſerve my Memory 
From the Diſgrace that's ready to attaint it. 

Ofi. The Day grows late, Sir. 
Pier. I'll make haſte. Oh! Jaſier “ 5 

Tho' thou'ſt betray'd me, do me ſome Way Juſtice. 
aff: No more of that: Thy Wiſhes ſhall be fatisfy'd ; 

T have a Wife,” and ſhe ſhall bleed : my Child too 
Yield up his little Throat, and all 
I' appeaſe thee 


Pier. No—this—no more. 
Jas. Hah! Ist then fo? 
Pier. Moſt certainly. 

J. I'll do't. 

Pier. Remember. 

OF. Sir. * 

Pier. Come, now PT 

[IE. Jafer q/cend the Scofield 

Captain, you ſhould be a Gentieman of Honour; 

Keep off the Rabble, that I may have Room 

To entertain my Fate, and die with Decency. 

Come. { Takes off his Gown, Executioner prepares 1 
Friar. Son. { bind bins. 
Pier. Hence, Tempter, 5 

Off. Stand off, Prieſt. 

Pier. I thank you, Sir, | 

You'll think on't ? Lie Jaffier, 

Faff. Twon't grow ſtale before To-morrow. 

Pier. Now, Faffier | now I'm going. Now) 


Executioner having boand him. 
Taff. Have at thee, 


Thou honeſt Heart, then—bere— [$2abs him. 
And this is well too. [Then * bimſclf. 
Friar. Damnable Deed! 
Pier, Now thou baſk indeed been faithful. | 


© This 


Gor Pierre belds dn 
1 2 


This was done 


And 
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nobly -— We have deceiv'd the Senate. 
Taff. Bravely. n 
Pier. Ha, ha, ha — oh! oh! Dies. 
Jaff. Now, ye curs'd Rulers, 
Thus of the Blood y'ave ſhed I make Libation, 
And ſprinkle it mingling : May it reſt upon you, 
And kf your Race ; be henceforth Peace a Stranger 
Within your Walls; let Plagues and Famine waſte 
Your Generations — Oh! poor Belvidera / 
Sir, I have a Wife, bear this in Safety to her, 
A Token that with my dying Breath J bleſs'd her, 
And the dear little Infant behind me. TT 
I'm fick—— Pm quiet. [Jaffier dier. 
Offi. Bear this News to the Senate, 
their Bodies till there's farther Orders: 
Heav'n grant 1 die fo well. [ Scene ſpnts upon them. 
Soft Maßcl. Enter Belvidera diftrafed, led by two of 
her Women, Priuli and Servants. 8 
Pri. Strengthen her Heart with Patience, pitying 
| Heav®n. | | 
Belv. ry come, come, come, come, nay, come 
to . | 
Prithee, my Love. The Winds : hark how they whiſtle ; 
And * beats: Oh! how the Weather ſhrinka 
me 
You are angry now, who cares? Piſh, no indeed. 


Chuſe then, I fay you ſhall not go, you ſhall not. 


Whip your Il|-nature; get you gone then; oh! 
| [ Jaffier's Ghoft ariſes. 
Are you return'd ? See, Father, here he's come agai 
Am I to blame to love him ? O thou dear one. 
GB/ inks 
Why do you fly me? Are you angry ſtill 5 1 
Jaffier, where art thou? Father, why do you do thus? 
Stand off, don't hide him from me. He's there ſome- 
where. | iy 
Stand off, I fay : What gone? Remember't, Tyrant: 
I may reven = myſelf ber this Trick, one 1 
I' dot T'll do't. Renault's a naſty Fellow; 
Hang him, hang him, hang him. 


Enter 


$2 VENICE Preſerv'd: 


| Enter Officers and cibert. | 
Pri. News, what News? {Officer whiſpers Priuli. 
Of. Moſt fad, Sir; 
Jaffier, upon the Scaffold, to prevent 
A ſhametul Death, ftabb'd Pierre, and next himſelf: 
Both fell together. 
Pri. Daughter. 


| Belv. Ha! look there! Iz Ghoſts of Jaffier 


and Pierre ri/e together, both 6 
My Huſband bloody, and his Friend too! Murder! 
Who has done this? Speak to me, thou ſad Viſion ; 


| | I Ghoſts 7 any 
On theſe poor trembling Knees I beg it: Vaniſh'd— 


Here they went down: Oh! Pll dig, dig the Den up. 


You ſhan't delude me thus. Hoa, Faffer, Jaffer, 
Peep up, and give me but a Look. | have Ka 


I've got him, Father: Oh ! now how I'll ſmuggle him! 


have hold on me, and drag me to the Bottom. 

Nay—now they pull ſo hard — farewel— [She dies. 

Maid. She's dead, : | 
Breathleſs and dead. 5 

Pri. Then guard me from the Sight on't: 
Lead me into ſome Place that's fit for Mourning ; 
Where the free Air, Light, and the chearful Sun 
May never enter: Hang it round with Black; 
Set up one Taper, that may light a Day, 
As long as I've to live: And there all leave me : 


„4 ! my Dear! my Bleſſing! help me ! help me! 
* 


Sparing no Tears, when you this Tale relate, 
ut bid all cruel Fathers dread my Fate. 
[Exeunt Omnes. 


EPILOGUE. 


T HE Text is dne, and now for 33 


And when that's ended, paſs your Approbation. 
Theugh the Conſpiracy s prevented here, 


Methinks I. fee another batching there. 

And there's a certain Faction fain would feoay, 3 
1f they had Strength enou 28 | 
1 the Author bid 2 boldly Jay, by: c 
IF any take this Plainneſs in ill Part, 

He's glad on't from the Bottom of bis Heart : 

Parr in Honour of the Truth ſhould aurite, 

With the ſame Spirit brave Men for it fight. 

And though againſt him cauſeleſs Hatred. 6. 0 


And daily where he goes of late he ſpies 

T he Scoaules of A and rew'ngeful Pyes 3 

"Tis what he knows, with much Contempt, to bear, 
And ſerves a Cauſe too good to let bim fear. 

He ftars no Peiſon from an incen d Drab, 

No Ruffian's fue Foot Sword, nor Raſcal”: Stab; 
Nor any other Snares of Miſchief laid, 

Net @ Roſe-Alley Cudgel ifrade. 

2 rom any private Cauſe where Malice reigns, 

Or general Pique all Nlacibradi have to Brain: ; 
Nothing /hall l Pen, when, Truth does call, 
No, not the f Pifture-mangler at Guildhall. 
The Rehel-Tribe, of which that Fermin's one, 


Have now ſet forward, and their Courſe begun; 
+ The Raſcal that cut the Duke of 7or#s Picture. 
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And while that Prince's Figure they deface, 
As they before had maſſacred his Name, 

Durſt their baſe Fears but look him in the Face, 
They'd uſe his Per/on as they've us'd bis Fame : 


A Face in which ſuch Line ments they read 
* Of that great Martyr's, whoſe rich Blood th a, 
Ghar 2 Hate they ftill retain, " 
And in his Son would murder him again. 
With Indignatien then let each brawe Heart 
Rouze, and unite, to take his injur d Part; 
Till Royal Love and Goodneſs call him Home, 
And Songs of Triamph mect bim as be come : 
Till Heaw'n bis Honour and our Peace reftore, 
Aud Villains never wrong his Virtue more. 
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Kiter, who mean no Iat'reſt, but their Arts 3 
Of undepending Minds, and ftedfa/f? Hearts, 

Diſclaiming Hopes, will empty Forms negle& ; 

Nor need PERMuISsIOxN ——to addreſs Re/ped. 


Frank, as the manly Faith of ancient Time, 
Let Truth, for once, approach the Creat, in Rhine l 
Nor Public Benefit, miſguided, fray, 
Becauſe a Private Wiſher * its Way. 


If end here, your Greatneſs condeſcends 
To aſk, What's HE, who, thus, uncall'd, attend; ? 
Smile, at a Suitor, who, in Courts, untrac'd, 
Pleas'd, if „ erlaot d, thus, owns his humble Taſfe.— 

Vow'd an Ten vier, of the buſier Crear; 
Too plain for Flat ry; and, too calm for Hare : 
Hid to be Happy; who ſurveys, untnogun, 
The pow'rleſs Cottage, and the peaceleſs Throne, 
A ſilent Subject to His own Control : 
Of active Paſfons, but, unyielding Son; 

| A 3 Engroſi'd 


To His Reyal Highneſs the Parnewn 
Fugreſ?d by NO Purſuits, amus'd, by Al; 


But, deaf, as Adders, to Ambition's Call: 


Too Free, for Pow'r, (or Prejudice), to win, 


And, /afely, lodging Liberty, wirkix. 


Pardon, Great Prince! th anſaſhionable Strain, 
That ſhuns to Dedicate ; ; nor ſeeks to gain : 
That (/e/f-refigning ) knows no narrow View; 
And, but for Publick Bleflings, courts, evn YOU? 


Late, a bold Tracer of your meaſur'd Mind, 
(While, by the mournful Sckxx, to Grief inclin'dY 


I faw your Zloquence of Eyes confeſs 


Soft Senſe of BeLvidera's deep Diſtreſs, 
Prophetic, thence, fore- deem d the riſing Years ; 
And bail d a Haryy Na riox, in Your Tear: / 


Oh!—zobh, touch'd!—th' inſpiring Pleaſure chuſe, 


Snatch, from the /able Wave, the ſinking Musz! 
Charming, be charm'd | the Stages Anguith heal : 
And teach a languid People howw to feel, 


. Then her full Saul, ſhall Trxacic Pow'r impart, 
And reach 7 bree N in their Prince's Heart ! 
Lightne/s, diſclaim'd, ſhall 642 itſelf away : 
3 Sens E reſume forgotten Sway. 

Love, Courage, Loyalty, Taſte, Honour, Truth, 


Flaſhed from the Scene, re-charm our liſt' ning Vouth: 


And, Virtus, (by Yous. Influence farm) ſuſtain 
The future Glories of their Faunder's Reign. 


Nor, 


7. Hi: Royal Highneſ: the Prince; 


Nor, let due Care of a protected Stage, 
Misjudg'd Amuſement, but ſpare Hours engage: 


Strong, /erious, TruUTHs, the manly Mu/e diſplays; 


And leads charm'd Rea ſon through thoſe flow'ry Ways. 
While His rox y's cold Care but Fachs enrolls, 
The Mus (pervaſive) ſaves the pictur'd Souls ! 


Beyond all Egyet's Guus, embalms Mankind: 
And ſtamps the living Features of the Mix d. 


Time can eject the Sons of Pow'r, from Fame; 
And, He, who gains a Veri, may Los E his NAME. 
But, cheriſb'd Arts inſure immortal Breath: 


And, bid their prop'd Defenders tread on Death ! ' 


Look back, lov'd Priace! on Ages, ſun in Shade ! 
And feel, what Dar: Ess, abſent Genus made! 
Think, on the dead Fore:- filters of your Place ! 
Think, on the ſtern Fir/t-founders of your Race! 
And, where 4% Story ſleeps, in filent Night; 
Charge to their want of Tafte, their want of Licar, 

When, in your riſing Grove, (no Converſe nigh) 
Black EowarD's awful Bu demands your Eye, 
Think, from what Cau/e, blind Chronicles pEFPAME 
The gro/5-told Tow'rings, of that areadful Name! 
Search him, thro' Fancy : and svPpPost him, ſhown 
By the Long Glories, to the Muss known : 
Shining, di/cle&'d;—o'ertrampling Death's Control! 


And, opening, backward, All his Depth of Secul ! 


4 4 Then 


To Mis Royal Highne/; the Pa1nce. 


Then—breathe a conſcious Sigh, to mourn his Fate, 
Who form'd no Writers, like his Spirit, Great “ 
To lim his living Thoughts —paſt Fame renexw ; 

And build Him Honours, they reſerve, for You ! 


Jan, 
With profound Reſpe?, 
SIR, 
Your Royat Henn 
neff humble 


PRETACE f the READER 


H Beauties, of Nature, will be Beau- 
ties, everlaſtingly.— F they are, ſome- 
tines eclips'd, by a Cloud of ill Acci- 
IN 5 = dents, they diſperſe the dark Screen; 
and, again, become amiable. | 
But, unwilling to ſuppoſe, wwe are, 
now, under Influence of ſuch a Cloud, with Regard to 
Dramatical Taſte, I thought it mere decent, (and 
juſter) to charge its Degeneracy to the STAGE, than ta 
the Genius of the Nation. TOR 
Accounting in this manner for the Defect, I hade 
often taken Pleaſure, (when turning my Search towards 
a Remedy) to conſider it, as uo improbable Hope, that 
Youxc Actors, and Actreſſes, beginning, unſeduc'd 
by AFFECTED EXAMPLES, might go ſome Length, to- 
 avards what has been ſaid, of a celebrated Writer, 


«© Who reach'd Perfection, in his firſt E/ay. 


It requir'd, methought, but the Aſſiſtance of a lively 
Imagination, join d to an eaſy, and natural, Power; 
with a re/olute Habitude, to BE, for an Hour or two, 
the very Perſons, they wou'd ſeem.— Such a Founda- 
tion for accumpliſb d Acting, lies jo open, and ſo clearly 
in Nature, that they, who find it at all, muit ai/cower 
it at firit: becauſe, when Men are once got out of the 
Road, they, wha travel the fartheſt, have but met 
Length of Way to ride back again. 

Tet, the Interefted in Playhouſes were /o poſitive, in 
the contrary Sentiment, that they jubmitted to reverence, 
as a Maxim, this extraordinary Conceſficn, © That 
AQors muit be twenty Years {uch, betore they can ex- 
bett to be Maſters, of the Air, aud Tread, of the Stage, 


- 
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Now, there is but one View, in Nature, evherein 
Ia willing to admit of this Argument I was 
ford to confeſs, I had ſeen /ome particular Stage Airs, 
and Stage Treads, which a Man of good Senſe might 


Indeed, waſte a long Life, in endeavouring to imitate, 
ana, at laſt, loſe has Labour! N 

However, fince an Opinion, in Oppoſition to theſe 
Gentlemen's, wanted Weight to make That believ'd 
poſſible, which had. not, yet, been. reduc'd into Prac- 
tice, I took a ſudden Reſolution, actually to try, WO 
was in the Right, by attempting the EXPERIMENT. 
This, I knew, was a Defign, which, ſucceeding, 
evou'd not fail to give Pleaſure to the Publick ; and, 
avbich, miſcarrying, can d produce no worſe Con- 
quence, than my particular Mortificatian. 
Ina d it reaſonable to ſuund a Trial, of this 
Nature, rather on a New. Play, than. an Old one 
Aud, as it ought to be a Play of unqueſtionable Merit, 
it muſt have been Preſumption, and Vanity, to have 
caft a Thought toward any.thing, of my own.—Upor 
tbe whole, that I might keep. out of the Reach either of 
Prejudice, or Partiality, a Foreign Production ſeem'd 
the refs Choice; and, the ZAIRE, of Monſieur 
de Fakrure, offer” d me every thing that Nature could 
do, on the Part of the Poet: But, I had ſtill me- 
thing to with, with regard to that other Part of her 
Influence, which depended on the Player. 

J had (of late] among the reſt of the Town, been 
depriv'd of all rational Pleaſure from the Theatre, by 
4 monſtrous, and unmoving, Affectation: which, 
choking up the Avenues to Paſſion, had made Tragedy 
FOR BIDDING, and HORRIBLE ! | 

I xvas deſpairing to ſae a Correction of this Folly ; 
when I found — > unexpettedly, re-animated, by the 
War which the The Pxourrzx has proclaim'd, and 
is now, Weekly, waging againſt the Ranters, and 
Whaners, of the Theatre ; after having undertaken to 
Feduce the Actors loſt Art, into PRINCIPLES, with 


y reconciling them to the touching, and /piri 
Deſign, & reconciling them to the touching {Shin 
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Medium, to reform thoſe wild Copies of Life, into 
ome Reſemblance, at aft, of their Originals. 5 

Thus, confirm'd in my Seuti ments, I ventur d on th 
Caſt of tvs Capital Characters, into Hands, not di 
abled, by Cuſtom, and obſtinate Prejudice, from pur- 
ſuing the Plain Track, of Nature. 

It was eaſy to induce Os Man, (as he is a Relation 
of my own, and but too fond of the Amuſement) to 
make Trial, how far his Delight, in an Art, I ſhall 
never allow him to practiſe, might enable him to ſup- 
Fly one Part of the Proof, that, to imitate Nature, 
ave muſt proceed, upon Natural Principles. . 
At the ſame Time, it happened, that Mrs. CIBBER 
was, fortunately, inclinable to exert her inimitable Ta- 
lent, in additional Aid of my Purpoſe, with View to 
continue. the Practice of a Profeſfron, for which, Her 
Perſon, Her Voice, the unaffeted Senſibility of her 
Heart, (and, her Face, /o finely diſpþesd, for aſſuming, 
and expreſſing, the Pass10ns) have, /o — 
qualify'd her. | 

And, to give this beld Novelty of Deſign, all iti 
neceſſary Furtherance, Mr. FLEE TEwooD, who profeſſes 
the moſt generous Inclinations, for Improvement of 
his troubleſome Province, very willingly concurr'd, in 
whatever cou d, on His Part, be of Uſe, to the Expe- 


riment. 


Behold, in this little Detail, from what Motive, 
Bade taken upon me to throw one of the fineſt of French 
Plays upon the Publick. If my Expectations are not 
ftrangely deceiv'd, it will be found, by the Event, 
aubether our Taſte for true Tragedy is declin'd ; or, 


zhe true Art of Acting it forgotten. 


From the Firſt, I can have nothing to coriclude, but, 
that my Judgment has been weak, and mittaken., 
But, if the Latt proves the Caſe, I jhai' flatter my- 


elf, that thoſe Perſons of Quality, from whoſe imagi- 


nary Want of Diſcernment /ome People have not bluih'd, 
to DERIVE their Dull Qualities, will, in Right 2 _ 
: | zniult 


PazFACE to the Reaper. 


inſulted Underſtanding, ExacT, for the future, * 
warm, and, toilſome, Exertion, of the Strong and the. 
Natural, ho at the Cor of the Lazy, and Affected. 


T his <wnuld awaken, at once, the Reflexion, of many, 
tho have it in their PowER to be moving, and natural 
Actors; and, by effetually convincing them, that thein 
Prefent Opinion is wrong, bring em over (for their 
| tun, and the Publick Advantage ) to embrace, and ſuc- 
| cred by, a New one. 
| | Suach a Step, toward reforming the Theatre, wwou'” 

| 


Faw on, (as a Conſequence) many, of its nobler Im- 


provements—For, where Emotions are keensft, the De- 
4 light becomes greateſt; and, to whatever moſt charms, 
4 1 adhere; and, encourage it, moſt ac- 


| | 2 F tranſlating this excellent Tragedy, I h 

, int fs exce ragedy, I bave re- 
| arded, in ſome Places, the Soul, and, in others, the 
Loo, of the Original, Monſieur de Voltaire, who 
has made himfelf a very capable Judge, both of our Lan- 
guage, ard Cuſtoms, will indulge me that Latitude; 
except, he pu d, in obſerving ſome Alterations I have 
made, in his Names, and his Diction, forget, that their 
Motives are to be found, in the Turn of our National 
Difference. 

After what I have ſaid of the Playhouſes, it wou'd 
be Injuſtice, not to declare, that 1 exclude from the 3 
Cenſure, of Spealing, or acting, unnaturally, Any One 4 
of the Perſons, who have been caft into LARA.— And, 
in particular, I muſt ſay This, F TWO of them; 
that Mr. MiLwarD, who is already à very excellent, 
and hourly ring to be an accompliſh'd, Ackor, has a 
Varce, that both comprehends, and expreſſes, the ut- 
moſt Compaſs of HARMONY. Aud, Mr. CIB BER, 
diſcerningly, purſued, thro the numberle/s Extent of his 
Walks, is an Actor, of as unlimited a Compaſs of 
Genivs, as ever I ſaw on the Stage: and, is, barely, 
recti vd, as he deſerves, when the Town is moſt fa- 
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Spoke by Mr. CIBBER. 


HE French, howeer Mercarial they may ſeem. 
Extinguiſh half their Fire, by Critic Phlegm: 
Mpile Engliſh Writers Nature's Freedom claim, | 
And twarm their Scenes with an ungovern'd Flame: 
is ſtrange that Nature never ſhould inſpire 
A Racine's Judgment, with a Shakeſpear s Fire / 
Hue er, to-night—( to promiſe much we're loth 
But. uon de a Chance, to have a Taſte of Both, 
From Engliſh Plays, Zara's French Author fir d. 
Confe/s'd his Muſe, beyond herſelf, inſpir' d; 
From rach d Othel!lo's Rage, he rais'd his Style, 
| And fnatch'd the Brand, that lights this Tragick Pile + 
Lara's Succeſs his utmoſt Hopes outfleww, 
Aud a twice twentieth Weeping- Audience drew. 
As fer our Engliſh Friend, he leaves to you, 
hate er may ſeem to his Performance due; 
No Views of Gain, his Hopes or Fears engage, 
He gives a Child of Leiſure to the Stage: 
Pilling to try, if yet, forſaken Nature, 
Can Charm, with any One remember'd Feature. 
Thus far, the Author ſpeaks —but now, the Player, 
With trembling Heart, prefers his humble Prayer. 
To-nightz 


NO LO © UK 
To-night, the greateſt Venture of my Lift, 
& Loft, or Sav'd, as You receive Vie: 
E Time, you think, may ripen her, ta Merit, 
With gentle Smiles, ſupport her waw'ring Spirit. 
Zara in France, at once, an Areſs rais'd, 
Warm'd into Skill, by being kindly Prais'd : 
O! cou'd ſuch Wonders Here, from Fawour flow, 
How would our Zara's Heart, with Tranſport glow ? 
But Se, alas ! by juſter Fears oppreſs'd, 
HBegs but your bare Endurance, at the Beſt, 
Her unſtill d Tongue would /imple Nature ſpeak, 
Nor dares Her Bounds, for falſe Applauſes break. 
Amidſt a thouſand Faults, her beſt Pretence 


To pleaſe——:5 unpreſuming Innocence. 


When a chaſte Heart's Diſtreſs your Grief demands, 
One filent Tear outweighs a thouſand Hands, 


Fe conveys the pleaſing Paſſions, Ic Hr, 


Guard and Support her, this deciſie Nigbt. 

Tf ſhe misTAKES—or, finds her Strength to ſmall, 
Let inter paſing Pity——break her Fall. 

In Yeu it reſts, to Save her, or Deſtroy, 

If She araaus Tears from You, I Weep—for jov. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED, 
As Acted at the Theatre-Royal in Covent-Gardern, 
Oſman, Sultan of Jeruſalem, By Mr. Barry. 


Luſignan, laſt of the Blood of the] 1, « 
Chriftian Kings of Jeruſalem, . c Mr. Sparks. 


So Slaves to the Sultan. = _ 
| Nereftan, © Sa Do. 
Chatillon, 0 French Officers. 1 Uſher. 


Oraſmin, Miniſter to the Sultan, Mr. Ridout. 


Melidor, an Officer in the Seraglio, Mr. Branſby. 
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ACT 1 $CENE I. 


| ſpire your Heart! j 
S Your Peace of Mind increaſes with L 
D your Charm . 
Tears, now, no longer ſhade your q 
Eyes ſoft Luſtre: | | 1 
Vou meditate, no more, thoſe happy Climes, 1 


Jo which Nereſfan will return to guide you: 


You 
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| You talk no more of that gay Nation, now, 
Where Men adore their Wives, and Woman's Power 
Draws Rev'rence from a poliſh'd People's Softneſs : 
Their Huſband's Equals; and their Lovers Queens! 
Free without Scandal; wiſe, without Reſtraint; 
Their Virtne, due to Nature, not to Fear 
Why have you ceas'd to with this happy Change? 
A barr'd Seragho!——fad, unſocial Lite! 
Scorn'd, and a Slave! All this has loſt its Terror: 
And Syria rivals, now, the Banks of Seine“ 
Zara. Joys, which we do not know, we do not 


My Fate's bound in, by Son's facred Wall; 
Clos'd, from my Infancy, within this Palace, 
Cuſtom has learnt, from Time, the Power to pleaſe : 
I claim no Share in the remoter World, 
The Sultan's Property, his Will my Law; 5 
VUnknowing All, but Him, his Power, his Fame; 
To live his Subject, is my only Hope, * 
All, elſe, an empty Dream. — 

Salina. Have you I 3 8 
Abſent Nereftan then? Whoſe gen'rous Friendſhip, 

So nobly yow'd Redemption from your Chains 
How oft have you admar'd his dauntleſs Soul! 
O/man, his Conqu'ror, by his C , Charm'd, 
Truſted his Faith, and, on his Word, releas'd him: 
Tho not return'd, in Time we, yet, expect Hun, 
Nor had his Noble Jo other Motive, 

Than to procure our And is this, 
This dear, warm, Hope — become an idle Dream? 

. Zara. Since after two long Years, he not returns, 
Tis plain, his Promiſe ftretch'd beyond his Power: 
A Stranger, and a Slave, unknown like him, 
Propoſing Much, means Little ;—Talks, and vows, 
Delighted with a Proſpect of Eſcape 

He promis'd to redeem Ten Chrittians more, 

And free us All, from Slavery !\———1 own 
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I once admir'd th unprofitable Zeal, 
But, now, it charms no longer. 
Selima. What! if yet, 
He, faithful, ſhou'd return, and hold his Vow? 
Wou' d you not, then 
Zara. No matter Time is paſt ; 
And every Thing is chang'd 
Sema. But, whence comes This? 
Zara. Go—'twere too much, to tell thee Zara's 
ER Fate; 
The Sultan's Secrets, all, are ** here: | 
But my fond Heart delights to mix with Thine.— 
Some three Months paſt, when thou, and other Slaves, 
Were forc'd to quit fair Jordan's flow 'ry Bank; 
Heaven, to cut ſhort the Anguiſh of — Days, 
Rais'd me, to Comfort, by a powerful Hand | 
This mighty O/man / 
| Selima. What of Him? 
Zara. bow — Sultan ! 


'This C ror of the Chriſtians ! bre 
Selima. M ? 
Zara. Zara 


Thou bluſheft, and I gueſs, thy Thoughts accuſe id 


But, know me better——'twas unjuſt 
All Emperor, as he is, I cannot ftoop 
2 that bring Shame and Raked with 


Reaſon, and Pride, choſe Props of Modeſy, 
Suſtain m guarded Heart, and ſtrengthen irtue; 
Rather than fink to Infamy, let Chains 

Embrace me, with a Joy; ſuch Love denies : 


a now, altonaſh thee ; ;—His Great- 


neſs 
Submits, to own a pure, i 


Among the 1 which hue, to pleaſe 
His whole Regard is fx*d on Me alone: 


He 


- 
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That nothing can efface, but 
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He offers Marriage ——and its Rites, now, wait, 

To crown me Empreſs of this Eaſtern World. 
Selima. Your Virtue, and your Charms, deſerve it 

. All * 


My Heart ĩs not ſurpris'd, but ſtruck, to hear it; 


If, to be Enpreſi, can compleat your Happineſs, 

I rank myſelf, with Joy, among your Slaves. 

Zara. Be, ſtill, my Equal——and enjoy my Bleſ- 
fin 


gs: p EEE: 

For, Thou partzking, they will bleſs Me more. | 

Selima. Alas! but Heaven! will it permit this. 
Marriage 


| ? | 
Will not this Grandeur, falfely, calVd a Bliſs, 
Plant Bitterneſs, and root it, m your Heart? 


Have you forgot, you are of Chriſtian Blood ? 
Zara. Ah me! what haft thou ſaid? Why wou'dſt 
thou, thus, | 5 | 
Recal my wav'ring Thoughts? How know I, what, 
Or whence I am? Heaven kept it, hid, in Darkneſs, 
ConceaPd me from myſelf, and from my Blood. 
Selima. Nereftan, who was born a Chriſtian, here, 
Aſſerts, that You, hke Him, had Chriſtian Parents; 


Zara. Can my fond Heart, on ſuch a feebleProof, 
Embrace, a Faith, abhorr'd by hum I love? 
I fe, wo plainly, Cuſtom. forms us All; 
Our Thoughts, our Morak, our moſt fix d Belief, 
Are Conſequences of our Place of Birth: 
Born beyond Ganger, I had been a Pagan; 
In France, a Chrittian;—T1I am, here, a Saracen: 


_ *Tis but Inftrudion, all! Our Parents“ Hand 


Writes, on our Heart, the firſt, faint Characters, 
Which Time, re-tracing, ns into Strength, 

„ or Heaven 
Thou wert not made a Pris'ner in this Place, 


ry 
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Till, after Reaſon, borrowing Force from Years,- 
Had lent its Luſtre, to enlighten Faith : —- 
For me, who in my Cradle was their Slave, 
Thy Chriſtian Doctrines were, too lately, taught me: 
Yet, far from having loſt the Rey'rence due, 
This Croſs, as often as it meets my Eye, 
Strikes thro my Heart a kind of awful Fear! 
T'honour, from my Soul, the Chriſtian Laws, EY 
Thoſe Laws, which, ſoft' ning Nature, by Humanity, 
Melt Nations into Brotherhood; no doubt, | 
Chriſtians are happy; and, tis juſt to love em. 
Selima. Why have you, then, declar'd yourſelf 
. their Foe ? [man's? 
Why will you join your Hand, with this proud O/ 
Who owes his Triumphs to the Chriſtian's Ruin! 
Zara. Ah! — ho could ſlight the Offer of his 
_ Heart? de}; | 
Nay— for I mean to tell thee all my Weakneſs; 
Perhaps, I had, ere now, profeſs'd Thy Faith, 
But O/man low d me——and I've % it All: 
I think, on none, but O/nan — my pleas'd Heart, 
FilPd with the Bleſſing, to be lov'd, by Him, 
Wants Room for other Happinets : Place thou, 
Before thy Eyes, his Merit, and his Fame, 
His Youth, yet, blooming but in Manhood's Dawn! 
How many conquer'd Kings have fwei”J his Pow'r! 
Think, too, how lovely! how his Brow becomes 
This Wreath of early Glories !|P—Oh! my Fricnd! 
T talk not of a Scepter, which he gives me: 
No to be charm'd with That, were Thanks, 
too humble! 3 | 
Offenſive 'Tribute, and, too poor, for Love! 
"Twas O/man, won my Heart, not O/mar's Crown: 
J love not, in Him, aught, beſides Himſelf. 
Thou think'ſt, perhaps, that theſe are ftarts of Paſſion ; 
But, had the Will of Heav'n, ics bent to bleſs him, 
Doom'd O/man to my Chains, and Me, to fill 


The 
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The Throne, on O/man fits on—Ruin and Wretck· 
_  edneſs, | | 
Catch and conſume my Wiſhes, but I wou'd———— 


To raiſe me, to my_/elf,, deſcend to Him. 


Selima. Hark! the wiſh'd Mufic founds!——*'Tis 


he——he comes [ Exit Selima. 
Zara. My Heart prevented him, and found him 
near: 


+, Abſent, two whole long Days, the flow-pac'd Hour, 


At laſt, is come—and gives him, to my Wiſhes! 


Enter Oſman, reading a Paper, which he re- deli ver: 
to Oraſmin. 
O/man. Wait my Return——or, ſhou'd there be 
a Cauſe, | 


That may require my Preſence———do not fear 


To enter ever mindful, that my Own 
ö [ Exit Oraſmin, 


Follows my Peoplꝰs Happineſs. At length, 


* 


* 


Cares have releas'd my Heart to Love, and Zara. 
Zara. Twas not in cruel Abſence, to deprive me 

Of your Imperial Image — every where, 

You reign, triumphant: Memory ſupplies 

Reflexion, with your Pow'r; and you, like Heaven, 

Are always preſent——and are, always gracious. 
O/man. The Sultans, my great Anceſtors, be- 

queath'd 5 

Their Empire to me, but their Taſte they gave not; 

Their Laws, their Lives, their Loves, delight not me: 

I know, our Prophet ſmiles, on am'rous Wiſhes; 

And opens a wide Field, to vaſt Deſire: | 

I know, that, at my Will, I might poſſeſs; 

That, waſting Tenderneſs, in wild Profuſion, 

I might look down, to my ſurrounded Feet, 

And bleſs conten ding Beauties I might ſpeak, 

Serenely flothful, from within my Palace, 

And bid my Pleaſure be my People's Law. 

But, ſweet, as Softneſs is, its End is cruel; 
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T can Jook round, and count a Hundred Kings, 
_ Unconquer'd, by themſelves, and Slaves to others: 
Hence was Feru/alem, to-Chriftians, loft ; 
Bat, Heaven, to blaſt that unbelieving Race, 
Taught me, to be a King, by thinking [ke one. 
Hence, from the diftant Euxine, to the Nile, 
The Trumpet's Voice has wak'd the World to War; 
Yet, amidſt Arms, and Death, y Power has reach'd 
For, thou diſdain'ſt, like me, a languid Love; [me: 
Glory, and Zara, join and charm, together. 
Tara. I hear at once, with Bluſhes, and, with Joy, 
This Paſſion, ſo unlike your Country's Cuſtoms. 
Qſnan. Paſſion, like mine, diſdains my Country's 
The Jealouſy, the Faintneſs, the Diftruſt, [Cuftoms, 
The proud, ſuperior, Coldneſs, of the Eaſt: 
I know to love you, Zara, with Eſteem; 
To truſt your Vertue, and to court your Soul. 
- Nobly confiding, I unveil my Heart, 
And dare inform you, that, tis All your own: 
My Joys muſt, All, be yours only my Cares 
Shall he, conceal'd, within and reach not Zara, 
Zara. Oblig'd, by this Exceſs of Tenderneſs, 
How low, how wretched, was the Lot of Zara / 
„Too poor with aught, but Thanks, to pay ſuch 
___ Bleflings! Ta 
O/man. Not jo ——T love——and wou'd be lov'd, 
Let me confeſs it, I poſſeſs a Soul, [azainz 
That what it wiſhes, withes, ardertl;. 
I ſhou'd believe, you hated, had you Pocuer 
To live, with Moderation: Tis my Aim, 
In every Thing, to reach ſupreme Perfection. 
If, with an equal Flame, I touch your Heart, 
Marriage attends your Smile — but know, will make 
Me wreiched, if it makes not Zara bappy. 
Zara. Ah! Sir, if ſuch a Heart, as gen'rous O/- 
Can, from my Will, fubmit to take its Bliſs, [man's, 
What Mortal, ever, was decreed ſo happy! 
Pardon the Pride, with waich I own my Joy; 
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To know, and to confeſs, his Will my Fate? 
'To be the happy Work of his dear Hands! 
To be 


Thus, wholly, to pofſeſs the Man, I love! 


Enter Oraſmin. 

Oſman. Already interrupted! What? 
Who? Whence? . 

Oraſmin. This Moment, Sir, there is arriv'd 
That Chriſtian Slave, who, licens'd, on his Faith, 
Went hence, toFraxce——and, now -return'd, prays 

Audience. | ö 

Zara. [Afide.) O! Heaven! [not? — 

O/man. Admit him What? — Why comes he 

Oraſnin. He waits, without? No Chriſtian dares 


approach 

This Place, Jong ſacred to the Sultan's Privacies. | 

O/man. Go—bring him with „— 

like the Sun, 
Shine but in vain, unwarming, if anſeen ; 
With Forms, and Rev'rence, let the Great approach 
Not the Unhappy; -Every Place, alike, [us; 
Gives the Diltreſs'd a Privilege to enter. 
[Exit Oraſmin. 

I think, with Horror, on theſe dreadful Maxims, 
Which harden Kings, inſenſibly, to Tyrants. 


Re-enter Oraſmin, with Nereſtan. 
Nereftan. I Sultan! honour'd, even by Foes! 
See me, return'd, regardful of my Vow, 
And, . to diſcharge a Chriſtian's Duty: 
i bring the Ranſom of the Captive, Zara, 
Fair Selima, the Partner of her Fortune, 


And of Ten Chriſtian Captives, Pris'ners, here. 


You promis d, Sultan, if I ſhou'd return, 
To grant their rated Liberty :——Behold, 


I am return'd, and they are yours no more. 


I wou d have firetch'd my Prepoſe, to My/elf, 


— 
* 


zut 
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But Fortune has deny'd it;——My poor All 
Suffic'd, no further; and a noble Poverty 
Is, now, my whole Poſſeſhon : I redeem 
The promis'd Chriſtians; for I taught 'em Hope. 
But, for myſelf, I come, again, your Slave, 
To wait the fuller Hand of future Charity. 

O/nan. Chriſtian! I muſt confeſs, thy Courage 

| charms me; | 

But let thy Pride be taught, it treads too high, 
When it preſumes to climb, above my Mercy. — 
Go, ranſomleſs, thyſelf——and carry back 
Their unaccepted Ranſoms, join'd with Gifts, 
Fit to reward thy Purpoſe: Inſtead of Ten, 
Demand a Hundred Chriſtians ; they are thine: 
Take em and bid 'em teach their haughty Country, 
They left ſome Virtue, among Saracens. — m 
Be Liſignan, alone, excepted —P —He, 
Who boaſts the Blood of Kings, and dares lay Claint 
To My Feru/alem - That Claim his Guilt! 
Such is the Law of States, had I been vanquiſh'd, 
Thus had He ſaid of Ale: I mourn his Lot, 
Who muſt, in Fetters, loſt to Day-light, pine, 
And ſigh away old Age, in Gnet, and Pain.——— 
For Zara but to name her, as a Captive, 
Were to diſhonour Language; ſhe's a Prize, 
Above my Purchaſe; —Al!l the Chriſtian Realms, 


With all their Kings to guide em, wou'd unite 
In vain, to force her from me, 


G0, retire | 
"— For Zarg's Ranſom, with her own Cou- 
-— —_ | 
1 had your Royal Word For Lu/i2nar 
Unhappy, poor, old Man — | 
O/man., Was I not heard? 
Have J not told thee, Chriſtian, all my Will? 
What, if I prais'd thee! This preſumptuous Wirtue, 
Compelling my Eſteem, provokes my Pride: 
be gone——and, when to-morrow's Sun ſhall rite 
On my Dominions, be not found——too near me. 
1 [Eur Neieſtan. 
: B Lai thy 
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Zara. [ Aſide.] Aſſiſt him, Heaven ! 
_ Oſman. Zara, retire a Moment 
Aſſume, throughout my Palace, Sovereign Empire, 
While I give Orders, to prepare the Pomp, 
That waits, to crown the Miſtreſs of my Throne: 
Leads her out, and returns, 
Ora/min! didſt thou mark th? imperious Slave? 
What cou'd he mean?—he figh'd—and, as he went, 
Turn'd, and look'd back at Zara did'ſt thou mark 
it? 
Oraſmin. Alas! my Sovereign Maſter! let not 
ealouſy 
Strike high enough, to reach your noble Heart. 
Qſnan. Jealouſy, ſaid'ſt thou ? I diſdain it: No!— 
Diſtruſt is poor; and a miſplac'd Suſpicion 
Invites, and juftifies, the Falſhood fear'd. 
Yet, as I love with Warmth—— 80, I cou'd hate! 
But, Zara, is above Diſguiſe and Art: 
My Love is ſtronger, nobler, than my Power. 
1 I was not Jealous——If I was, 
am not—no—my Heart but, let us drown 
Remembrance of the Word, and of the Image: 
My Heart is fill'd with a diviner Flame. 
Go——and prepare for the approaching Nuptials; 
Zara to careful Empire joins Delight. 
] muſt allot one Hour to Thoughts of State, 
Then, all the ſmiling Day is Love, and Zarg's. 
Ch: by F . og [Exit Oraſmin. 
Mona orms of pompous Miiery, preſs'd, 
In proud, unſocial Solitude, babies. e 
Wou' d, but for Love's ſoft Influence, curſe their 
Throne, 
And, among crowde1 Mulhons, live, alane. 


End of the Firſt 42, 
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NEN 


42er SCENE I. 


ATCHLESS Nerefaz! Generous, and Great! 
| You, who have ner the Chains of hopes 
lets Slaves! 
You, Chriſtian Saviour! by a Saviour ſent! 
Appear, be known, enjoy your due Delight; 
The grateful W wait, to claſp your Knees, 
They throng, to kiſs the happy Hand, that ſav dem: 
Indulge the kind Impatience of their Eyes, 
And, at their Head, command their Hearts, for ever. 
Nereftan. IIluſtrious Chatzllon! this Praiſe O er- 
whelms me; 
What have I done, beyond a Chriſtian's Duty? 
Beyond, what You wou'd, in my Place, have done? 
| C vatillon, True It is ev” ry honeſt Chriſhan's 
Nay, tis the Bleſſing of ſuch Minds as ours, [Duty ; 
For others' Good to facrifice our own. 
Yet, happy they, to whom __ nts the Power, 
To execute, hke you, the Duty's Call! 
For us—the Relicks of aban on'd War, 
Forgot in France, and, in eru/alem, 
Left, to old, in Fetters ;——O/man's Father 
| Conſign- us to the Gloom of a damp Dungeon, 
Where, but for you, we muſt have groan'd out Life; 
And native Fraxce have bleſs'd our Eyes no more. 
 Nereftan. The Will of Gracious — that 
ſoften'd O/mar, 3 
Inſpir'd me, for your Sakes;— But, with our Joy, 
Flows, mix'd, a 1 Sadneſs I had hop'd, 
To fave, from their Perverſion, a young Beauty, 
FA B 2 | Who 
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Who, in her Infant Innocence, with me, 

Was made a Slave by cruel Neradin; 

When, ſprinkling Syria, with the Blood of Chriſtians, 

Cæſarea s Walls faw Lufignan, ſurpris'd, 

And the proud Creſceat riſe, in bloody Triumph: 

From this Seraglio, having, young, eſcap'd, 

Fate, Three Years ſince, reſtor'd me to my Chains; 

'Then, ſent to Paris, on my plighted Faith, 

I flatter'd my fond Hope, with vain Reſolves, 

To guide the lovely Zara, to that Court, 

Where Lewis has eftabliſh'd Virtue's Throne; 

But O/mar will detain her——yet, not O/nan; 

Zara, herſelf, forgets ſhe is a Chriſtian, 

And loves the Tyrant Sultan! Let that paſs: 

I mourn a Diſappointment, ſtill, more cruel; 

The Prop of all our Chriſtian Hope is loſt! 
Chatillon. Diſpoſe me, at your WUI——1 am your 
Nereſtan. Oh, Sir, great Laſignan, fo long, their 

That laſt, of an Heroic Race ot Kings! [Captive, 

That Warrior! whoſe paſt Fame has fill'd the World! 

O/man retuſes, to my Sighs, for ever! 
Chatilion. Nav, then, we have been all redeem'd, 

in vain; 

Periſh that Soldier, who wou'd quit his Chains, 

And leave his noble Chief, behind, in Fetters. 

Alas! you know him not, as I have known him; 

Thank Heav'n, thatplac'd your Birth, fo far, remoy'd, 

From thoſe deteſted Days of Blood, and Woe; 

But I, leis happy, was condemn'd to ſee 

Thy Walls, Feru/a/zm, beat down——and all 

Our pious Fathers' Labours loft, in Ruins! 

Heav'n! had you ſeen the very Temple rifled! 

The ſacred Sepulchre, itielf, profan'd! 

Fathers with Children, mingled, tlame together! 

And our laſt King, oppreſs'd, by Age, and Arms, 

Murder'd——anc bleeding, o'er his murder'd Sons! 


Then, Lufignan, fole Remnant of his Race, 


Rallying 
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Rallying our fated Few, amidſt the Flames, 
Fearleſs, beneath the Cruſh of falling Towers, 


The Conqu'rors, and the Conquer d, Grones, and 
Death ! 


Dreadful——and, waving in his Hand, his Sword, 

Red, with the Blood of Infidels——cry'd out, 

This Way, ye faithful Chriſtians! follow Me | 

Nereſtan. How full of Glory was that brave Retreat! 
Chatillun. Twas Heav'n, no doubt, that ſav'd, 

| and led him on; | 
Pointed his Path; and march'd our Guardian Guide: 

We reach' d Cæſarea there, the general Voice 

Choſe Laſgnan, thenceforth, to give us Laws; 

Alas! 'twas vain——Czf/area cou'd not ſtand, 

When Sion's Self was falln!——we were betray'd; 

And Lufignar condemn'd, to Length of Life, 

In Chains, and Damps, and Darkneſs, and Deſpair: 

Yet, Great, amidſt has Miſeries, he look'd, 

As if he could not feel his Fate, himſelf, 

But, as it reach'd his Followers: And ſhall we, 

For whom our gen'rous Leader ſuffer'd This, 

Be, vilely, ſafe? and dare be bleſs'd, without him? 
| Nereftan. Oh! I ſhou'd hate the Liberty, he ſhar'd 

I knew, too well, the Miſeries, you deſcribe, [not: 

For I was born, amidſt em Chains, and Death, 

Cz/area loſt, and Saracens, triumphant, | 

Were the firſt Objects, which my Eyes &er look'd on. 

Hurried, an Infant, among other Infants, 

Snatch'd, from the Boſoms of their bleeding Mothers, 

A Temple fav'd us, till the Slaughter ceas d; 

Then, were we ſent to this ill-fated City, 

Here, in the Palace of our former Kings, 

To learn, from Saracens, their hated Faith, 

And be completely wretched. Zara, too, 

Shar'd this Captivity; we, both, grew up, 

So near each other, that a tender Friendſhip 


Endear d her to my Wiſhes: —My fond Heart— 


Pardons its Weakneſs! bleeds, to ſee her loſt, 
And, for a barb'rous Tyrant, quit her God! 


| 
! 
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Chatillon. Such is the Saracens”, too fatal, Policy? 
Watchful Seducers, ſtill, of Infant Weakneſs: 
Happy, that You, ſo young, eſcap'd their Hands! 
But, let us think May not this Zare's Int'reſt, 
Loving the Sultan, and, by him belov'd, 

For Lafignan procure ſome ſofter Sentence? 

The Wiſe, and Juft, with Innocence, may draw 

Their own Advantage, from the Guilt of others. 
OP I ſhall I gain Admiſſion to her Pre- 

ce? | 

Oſman has baniſh'd me—— but That's a Trifle; 

Will the Seraglio's Portals open to me? 

Or, cou'd I find That, eaſy, to my Hopes, 

What Proſpect of Succeſs, from an Apoſtate? 

On whom I cannot look, without Diſdain; 

And who will read her Shame, my Brow ? 

The hardeſt Trial of a — 

Is, to court Favours, from a Hand it ſcorns. 

Chatillun. Think, it is * 7 we ſeek to ſerve. 


Nereften. Well — It ſhall be attempted— Hark! 
who's this? 
Are my Eyes falſe? or, is it, really, ſhe? 


Enter Zara. | | 
Zara. N worthy Friend! I come, to 


you 3 
But, to confirm my Heart, whach trembles, near you, 
Soften that angry Air, nor look Reproach ; 
Why ſhould we fear each other, Both, miſtaking? 
Aſſociates, from our Birth, one Priſon held us, 
One Friendſhip taught Afﬀfliftion, to be calm; 
Till Heav'n thought ft to favour your Eſcape, 
And call you to FRO Of HOON Fans 
| Thence, once again, it was my Lot to find you, 
A Pris'ner here; where, hid, a Crowd 
Of undiſtinguiſh'd Slaves, with leſs Reſtraint, 
I ſhar'd your frequent Converſe ;—— 
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It d your Pity, ſhall I fay your Friendſhip? 
Ark, ſhall I call it — Cee 
Io form that noble Purpoſe, to redeem 
Diltreſsful Zara you procur'd my Ranſom, 
And, with a Greatneſs, that out-foar'd a Crown, 
Return'd, Yourſelf a Slave, to give Me Freedom! 
But Heaven has caſt our Fate, for different Climes 
Here, in Feru/alem, I fix, for ever: 
Yet, 22 the Shine, that marks my Fortune, 
I ſhall, wich frequent Tears, remember yours; 
Your Goodneſs will, for ever, ſooth my Heart, 
And keep your Image, ſtill, a Dweller, there. 
Warm'd, by your great Example, to protect 
That Faith, that lifts Humanity, fo hagh, 
Fl be a Mother to diſtreſsful Chriltians. 
Nereſtan. How!——You protect the Chriſtians! 
Toa, who can 1 
Abjure their ſaving Truth! ——and, coldly, ſee 
Great Laſignan, their Chief, die flow, in Chains? 
Zara. To bring ham Freedom, you behold me here, 
You will, this Moment, meet his Eyes, in Joy: | 
Chatillon. Shall I, then live, to bleſs that happy 
| Hour ? | Zara ? 
Hen, Gon Ce * _ ſo dear a Gift,. to 
The Sultan, for his Li ——Amaz'd, 
So ſoon, to gain the Happineſs, I wiſh'd! 
See! where they bring the good, old Chief, grown dim, 
With * oy Sg and Sorrows, haſten'd on! 
Cbati Joy 13 my Heart diſſolv d, with ſudden 
| of © | 
Zara. I long to view his venerable Face, 
But Tears, I know not why, eclipſe my Sight! 
I feel, methinks, redoubled Pity for him; 
But I, alas! myſelf, have been a Slave; 
And, when we pity Woes, which we have felt, 
Tis but a partial Virtue! 


. 
* 
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Nereftan. Amazement!—Whence this Greatneſs, 
in an Infidel ! 


Enter Luſignan, led in by txwo Guards. 


Lufignan, Where am I! What forgiven Angel's 
Has calPd me, to reviſit long-loſt Day? [Voice 
Am I with Chriſtians ] am weak—forgive me, 
And guide my trembling Steps ?— Pm full of Years, 
Yet, Miſery has worn me, more than Age. 

{ Ceating Bae ] Am I, m Truth, at Liberty? 

Chatiilon. You are; 

And every Chriſtian's Grief takes end, with yours. 
 Lufignan. O, Light!—O! dearer, far, than Light! | 
that Voice! 
Chatillen! is it you my Fellow Martyr! 
And, ſhall our Wretchedneſs, indeed, have end? 
In What Place are we, now ?—my feeble Eyes, 
Diſus'd to Daylight, long, in vain, to find you.. 

Chatillon. This was the Palace of your Royal Fa- 
 *Tis now, the Son of Neradin's Seraglio. [thers,, 

Zara. The Maſter of this Place—the mighty O/- 
Nittingurſhes, and loves to cheriſh, Virtue; I nan 
This gen'rous Frezchman, yet, a Stranger to you, 
Drawn from his Native Soil, from Peace, and Reſt, 
Brought the vow'd Ranſoms of Ten Chriſtian Slaves, 
Himſelf, contented, to remain a Captive: 

But O/man, charm d by Greatneſs, like his own 
To equal, * he lov'd, has giv'n him, Tur. 

Luft gen rous France inſpires her ſocial 
They kave ben, ve ever, dear, and uſeful to me! Sons! 
Word I were nearer to hum—— Noble Sir! 

[Nereftan approaches. 
How have I merited, that you, for me, | 
Shou'd paſs ſuch diſtant Seas, to bring me Bleſſings, 
And hazard your own Safety, for my Sake? 

Nereſtan. My Name, Sir, is Nereſtan— Born, i in Syria, 
I wore the Chains of Slav'ry, from my Birth; 

Till, quiung the — Creſcent, for the . 
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Where warlike Lewis reigns, beneath his Eye, 
I learnt the Trade of Arms: The Rank, I hold, 
. ren © me, 

o tempt my Courage, to deſerve R . 
Your Sight, — Prince, wou d N — his Eye; 
That Beſt, and Greateſt Monarch, will behold, 
With Grief, and Joy, thoſe venerable Wounds, 
And print Embraces, where your Fetters bound you: 
All Paris will revere the Croſs's Martyr; | 
Paris, the Refuge, ſtill, of ruin'd Kings! 

Lions. "ung In Times, long paſt, I've ſeen its 
When Philip, the Victorious, liv ed——1 fought, 
Abreaſt, with Montmorency, and Melun, 
D'Eftaing, De Neile, and the far-famous Courcy;— 
Names, which were, then, the Praiſe, and Dread, 
But, what have I to do, at Paris, now? [of War! 
I ſtand upon the Brink of the cold Grave; 
That way, my Journey lies to find, I hope, 
The King of Kings, and move Remembrance, there, 
Of all my Woes, long-ſuffer'd, for his Sake. 
You, gen'rous Witneſſes of my laſt Hour, 
While I yet live, aſſiſt my humble Prayers, 
And join the Reſignation of my Soul. 5 
Nereftan! Chatillon! and you fair Mourner! 
Whoſe Tears do Honour to an old Man's Sorrows! 

Pity a Father, the unhappieſt, ſure! 

That ever felt the Hand of angry Heaven! 
My Eyes, tho' dying, ſtill, can furniſh Tears: 
Half my long Lite they ficw'd, and, ſtill, avi! flow! 
A Daughter, and three Sons, my Heart's proud Hopes, 
Were, all, torn from me, in th ir tend”reſt Years; 
My Friend Chatillon knows, and can remember 


Chatillon. Wou'd I were able, to forget your Woe. 

Lufignan, Thou wert a Pris'ner, with me, in Cæ- 
area, | 

| And, there, beheld't my Wife, and Two dear Sons 
Periih, in rr not need the Grave, 


5 Their 
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Their Foes wou'd have dery'd em —-I beheld it; 
Huſband! and Father! helpleſs, I beheld it! 
Deny'd the mournful Privilege, to die! 
If ye are Saints in Heaven, as, ſure! ye are! 
Look, with an Eye of Pity, on That 
That Siſter, whom you if I have, yet, 
Or Son, or Daughter for, in early Chains, 
Far from their loſt, and unaſiſtin Father, 
I heard, that they were ſent, 
To this Seraglio; hence ws he 
In — | Remnants, o'er the 
Our Chriſtian Miſeries, round a faithleſs World. 
Chatillon, Twas true for, in the Horrors of 
that Day, 
I ſnatch'd your Infant ter, from her Cradle; 
But, finding e ev'ry Hope of Flight was vain, 
Scarce had I ſprinkled, from a publick Fountain, 
Thoſe ſacred Drops, which waſh the Soul from Sin; 
When, from my lecding Arms, fierce Saracens 
| Forc'd the loſt — who, ſmiling, lay, 
And _ playful, at * ſwarthy Spoilers! 
With Her, en, Son, 
D N =. 
And, juſt, giv'n Senſe, to feel his own Misfortunes, 
Was order'd to this City. | 
Nereftan. I, too, hither, 
Juſt, at that fatal A , from loſt Ce/arca, | 
Came, in that Crow of undiſtinguiſh'd Chriſtians. —- 
| Lufignan. Ton? came You thence ?—— Alas ! 
who knows but you 
Might, heretofore, have ſeen my Two, poor Children ? 
[Looking — — Madam! that {mall Ornament 


Its wo Pon 2 Sanger 10 this this — Faſhion, 


* rom my ert Breath, Sir — 
Ah! What! you ſeem furpris'd Why hould 
— | 
Tuer, 
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e 3 you conſide it to my trembling 


Zara. To vk 8 am I now reſerv d? 

Oh! Sir, what mean you ? 
_ Lufignan. Providence! and Heaven! 
O, Eyes ! deceive ye not my Hope ? 
Ern this fe ? Yes, yes—'tis She ! 
This little Croſs I know it, by ſure Marks ; 

Oh! take me, Heav'n! while I can die with Joy— 
Zara. Oldonòt, Sir, diſtract me!—riſing Thoughts, 

And Hopes, and Fears, o'erwhelm me 
 _ Lufignan. Tell me, yet, 
Has it remain'd, for ever, in your Hands? 
| What!—Beth, brought Captives, from Cæſarea hither? 
Zara. Both, both [ther ? . 

Nereftan. Oh, Heaven! have I then found a Fa- 

— Lufignan. Their Voice ! their Looks ! 
The Bring Images mages of their dear Mother! 
O, Thou! 
Strengthen my Heart, too feeble for this Joy. 
Madam ! Nerefan“— Help me, Chatillon ! [ Riſing. 
Nereſtan / if thou _—_— to own that Name, 
Shines there, upon a noble Scar, 
Which, ere er 1 from a fierce Hand, 


Surpriſing us, ht, my — receiy'd ? 
Nereftan. 1 4 12 I bear it, Si. 


the Mark is there! 
| Luſignan. Merciful Heaven! 
—_— [ Kneeling.] O, Sir !—O, Zara, kneel.— 
. [Kneeking.) My Father? Oh! 
= O, My loif Children! | 
Bath. Oh l- 


I wou'd, now, die, left this mould prove a Tintin. 


Chatillon... How touch'd is my glad Heart, to ſee 


weir Joy! 
2 I find you dear, in Wretched- 


who, thus, canſt bleſs my Life's laſt Sand! 


Lufignan. My Son! my Daughter! —_ in = 
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O, my brave Son—and, Thou, my nameleſs Daugh- 
| Now, diſſipate all Doubt, remove all Dread: ſter! 
Has Heaven, that gives me back my Children 
n 'em, | | 
Such, as L loſt em? Come they, Chriſtians, to me? 
One weeps—and one declines a conſcious Eye ! 
Your Silence ſpeaks—Too well I underftand it. 
Zara. I cannot, Sir, deceive you—O/mar's Laws 
Were mine—and O/man is not Chriſtian, _— 
Lafignan. Oh! my miſguided Child !—at that fad 


The little Life,. yet mine, had left me; quite, 

But that Death might fix thee; loſt, for ever. 
Full fixty Years, I fought the Chriſtians' Cauſe, 

Saw their doom'd Temple fall, their Power deſtroy d: 
Twenty, a Captive, in a Dungeon's Depth, 
Yet, never, for myſelf, my Tears ſought Heaven; 
All, for my Children, roſe my fruitleſs Prayers: 
Yet, what avails a Father's wretched Joy? 

I have a Daughter gain'd, and Eeaw'n an Enemy. 
But, tis ay Guilt, not her's —— Thy Father's Priſon 
Depriv'd thee of thy Faith—yet, do not loſe it 
Reclaim thy Birthright— Think upon the Blood 
Of Twenty Chriſtian Kings, that fills thy Veins; 
*Tis Heroes 9 Blood of Saints, and Mar- 


What * 4 Mor ber feel, to ſee thee, thus? 
She, and thy 8— Brothers !/—— Think, they 
call ; i 
Think, that thou ſee'ſt'em, ſtretch their bloody Arms, 
232 win thee, from their Murderers' Bo- 
m. 

Ev'n, in the Place, where thou betray'f thy God, 
He h ad, my Child, to fave thee. —Turn thy Eyes, 
And ſee; for thou art zear, his facred Sepulchre ; 
Thou can't not move a Step, but where He trad. 
Thou trembleſt Oh l. admit me to thy Soul; 
Kill not thy aged, thy afflicted Father; Take 
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Take not, thus ſoon, again, the Life thou gav'ſt him; 
Shame not thy Mother nor betray thy God. —— _ 
Tis paſt— Repentance dawns, in th 1 Eyes; 
I fee bright Truth, deſcending to thy 
And, now, my long-loſt Child, is Gund, fo for ever. 

Nereſtan. O! doubly bleſsd! a Siſter, and a Soul, 
To be redeem'd, together | 

Zara. O! my Father! 
Dear Auker of my Life! inform me, teach mes 
What ſhou'd my Duty do ? 

Lufignan. By one ſhort Word, 
To dry up all my Tears, and make Life welcome, 
Say, u art Chriſtian— 

Zara. Sir Ian a Chriſtian. 


Lufignan. Receive her, gracious Heaven! and bleſs 


her, for it. 


Exter Oraſmin. 


Horgen Madam, the 32 ＋ A — to tell 
he expects, you, uit e, [you 
And bid your laft Farewell, — — 
You, * Frenchmen, follow ne; for you, 
It is my Taſk, to anſwer. 

Chatillon. Still, new Mileries ! 


How cautious Man ſiou'd be, to ſay, Pm happy! 
 Lu/ignan. Theſe are the Times, w Men of Vir- 
tue, prove, neſs. 


That, tis the Mind, not Blood, inſures their Firm- 
Zara. Alas! E 7 * ener 
Lufignan. O, you !——I not name you : 
W come what may, beſure, remember, 
You keep the fatal Secret for the reſt, 


Leave all to Heaven, be faithful, and be bleſt. 
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Fo odob 5c 
ACT IK SCENE . 
Oſman, and Oraſmin. 


92060 — 1 was falſe, — | 
S3 

Lewis, no longer, turns his Arms, on Me: 

The French, grown weary, by a Length of Woes, . 

Wiſh not, at once, to quit their fruitful Plains, 

And famiſh, on Arabia's deſart Sands. 

Their Ships, tis true, have ſpread the Syrian Seas; 

And Lewis, hovering, o'er the Coaſt of Cyprus, 

Alarms the Fears of Aſia; But, I've learnt, . 

That, ſteering wide, from our unmenac'd Ports, 

He points his ts his Thunder, at th? Egyptian Shore. 

There, let him war, and waſte my Enemies; 

Their mutal Conflict will but fix my Throne. 

Releaſe thoſe Chriſtians I reſtore their Freedom; 

Twill pleaſe their Maſter, nor can weaken Me. 

*Tranſport * em, at my Coaſt, to find their King; 

I with, to have him new. me: Carry thither, 

This Lu/ignan, whom, tell him, I reſtore, 

Becauſe I cannot fear his Fame in Arms; 

But love him, for his Virtue, and his Blood. 


Have ſet him free, that I might triumph more. 
Oraſmin. The Chriſtians gain an Army, in His 
O/man. I cannot fear a Sou. Name. 
Oraſmin. But, Sir,. fou d Lewis —— 
O/man. Tell Lewis, and the World—it 2 be ſo: 


Zara it, and my Heart 
1 ave! 
* ; ; Why 
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Why wilt thou force me, to confeſs it all ? 
The I, to Lewis, ſend back Lu/ignan, 
I give him but to Zara I have griev'd her; 
And ow'd her the Atonement of this Joy. 

Thy falſe Advices, which, but now, miſled 

My Anger, to confine thoſe helpleſs Chriſtians, 
Gave her a Pain, I feel, for Her and Me-: y 

But I talk on, and waſte the ſmiling Moments. 

For one long Hour, I yet, defer my Nuptials ; 

But, tis not /f, that Hour! 'twill all be Hers ! 
She wou'd employ it, in a Conference, 

With that —_— whom thou know'ſt——— That 


Oraſmin. 1 Sir, indulg'd that ſtrange 


 O/man. What RI thou? they were Infant- 
a Slaves together; 5 
Friends ſhould par, kind, who are to meet no more; 
When Zara aſks, I will refuſe her nothing. 
Derr, v eyes fr els we 1 Seraglio 3 
I hate its Laws here blind Auſterity 
> || Sinks Virtue, to Neceſſity. My Blood 


Diſclaims your Jealouſy ;— —I hold 
The fierce, free, Plainneſs, of my Scythian Anceſtors, 
Their open Canfidence, their honek Hate, 


Their Love, unfearing, and — 7 — told. 
Go—the good Chriſtian waits conduct him to her; 
EO CET CE IS MERE obey. 


[Exit Oſman, 
= Orajaix. Ho! Chriſtian! enter——wait, a Mo- 
ment, here; 
ſs | 
its Enter Nereſtan. 

Zara will ſoon approach I go, to find her. 
_ N. In what a State, 2 
 Nereſtan. a in what a 

leave her! 


'by o. 
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O, faith! O, Father! O! my poor, loſt Siſter? 
She's here ! 


Enter Zara. 

Thank Heaven, it is not, then, unlawful, 
To ſee you, yet, once more, my lovely Sifter ! 
Not All ſo happy! We, who met, but now, 
Shall never meet again for Laſgnan . 
We ſhall be Orphans, ſtill, 93 

Zara. F eds it, Heaven ! 
NMereſtan. His laſt, fad Hour's at Hand 
That Flow of Joy, which follow'd our Diſt 
Too ftrong, and ſudden, for his Age's Weak 
Waſting his Spirits, dry'd the Source of Life, 
And Nature yields him up, to Time's Demand: 
Shall he not die, inPeace? Oh! let no Doubt 
Diſturh his parting Moments, with Diſtruſt; 
Let me, when I return, to cloſe his Eyes, 
Compoſe his Mind 8 Impatience, too, and tell him, 
You are confirm'd a Chriſtian. 

Zara. Oh f may his Soul: enjoy, in Earth, and 

1 let Though Sigh, 

Eternal Reſt! nor let one t, one 
One bold Com t, of mine, recall his Cares 


But, You have injur d me, who, ſtill, can denbrt. 


What! am I not Siſter ? and thall Fe 
Refuſe me Credit? Ton A — li 
You, who fnhou'd judge — 
SD 11 
And ſtamp Apoſtate, on a Siſter's Heart! 


Nereſtan. Abt do not miſconceive me If I 


err' d, 
Affection, not Diſtruſt, miſled my Fear; 
Your Vill may be a Chriftian, yet, act You : 
There is a ſacred 1 Sign, of Faith, 
A Pledge, of Promiſe, that muſt firm your Claim; 
Waſh you fram Gullt, and open Heaven, before you: 
Swear, 2 by all the Woes, we All have borne, 


By 


fg pay pry res ot bend beth SL... 
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all the d Saints, who call you Daughter; 
Tha you — this Day, to ſeal — Faith, 
By that myſterious Rite, which waits your Call. 
Zara. I fwear, by Heaven, and all its holy Hoſt, 
Its Saints, its Martyrs, its atteſting Angels, 
And the dread Preſence of its living Author, 
To have no Faith, but yours; — to die, a Chriſtian! 
Now, tell me, what this myſtick Faith requires? 4 
 Nereſtan. To hate the Happineſs of O/mar's Throne, 1 
And love that God, who, thro' this Maze of Woes, N 
Has brought us All, unhoping, thus, together; b 
For me I am a Soldier, uninſtructed .. 
Nor daring to inſtruct, tho” ſtrong in Faith: 1 
But I will bring th' Ambaſſador of Heaven, ll; 
To clear your Views, and lift you to your God: 1 
Be it your Taſk, to gain Admiſſion for him. — 
But where? from whom ?—Oh! thou Immortal x 


! 


Power! 
Whence can we hope it, in this curs'd Seraglio ? 
Who 7s this Slave of O/nan? Yes, this Slave! 
Does ſhe not boaſt the Blood of twenty Kings ? 
. not her Race the ſame, with That, of Lewis? 
s ſhe not Lyfignar's unhappy Daughter? 

* Cn and my Sift r a Slave ! 
A willing Slave ! re not more plainly. 

Zoe Chad go on——Alas! you — Me? 
At once, a Stranger, to my ſecret Fate, 3 
My Pains, my Fears, my Wiſhes, and my Power: 
This holy Piet with his wyiterious Blſing 

bis holy Prieft, with his myſterious Blefling ; 
1 will not &6, nor ſuffer, aught, — 
Myſelf, my Father, or my Father's Race. 
But, tell me——nor be tender, on this Point; 
What Puniſhment your Chriſtian Laws decree, 
For an Wretch, who, to herſelf, 
Unknown, and, all abandon'd, by the World, 
Loſt, and enflav'd, has, in her Sovereign Maſter, 
Found a Protector, Generous, as Great, 
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Has touch'd bis Heart, and giv'n him, all hey own * 
Nere/tan. The Puniſhment of ſuch a Slave, /bou'd be 

Death, in This World—and Pain, in That to come. 

Zara. I am that Slave—ftrike here—and ſave my 


Shame : 


Nereſtan. Deſtruction to my Hopes Can it be 
? 


you | 
| Zara. It is——ador'd by Oſman, I adore him: 
This Hour, the Nuptial Rites will make us, One. 
Nereftan. — Ofman!—Let the World 


That the extinguifh'd Sun may hide thy Shame! 

Cou'd it be thus, it were no Crime to thee. 
Zara. Strike, ſtrike— love him—yes, by Heav 'n! 

I love him. [Me: 

Nereftan. Death is thy Due but not thy Due from 

Yet, were the Honour of our Houſe no Bar 

My Father's Fame, and the too gentle Laws. 

that Religion, which thou haſt diſgrac'd—— 

Did not the God, thou quit'ſt, hold back my Arm, 

Not there—I cou'd not there ;—but, by my Soul, 

I wau'd ruſh, defp'rate, to the Sultan's Breaſt, 


And plunge m es. 8.0 Heart, who 
phunge my proud 


Oh! Shame! — at foch a Time, as this! 
When Lewis, that Awak*ner of the World, 
Beneath the lifted Croſs, makes pale, 
Aud draws the Sword of Heaven, to 
Nea, to ſubmit to ſee my Siſter, doom'd 

A Boſom Slave, to Him, whoſe Tyrant Heart 

But meaſures Glory, by the Chriſtian's Woe ! 
2 2 


Zara bas Reſolution, great as 
Tis cruel——and unkind Thy Wards are Crimes ;. 
My Weakneſs but Misfertune! Doſt thou ſuffer.?. 


ourFaith? 


FX 
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T ſuffer more — Oh! wou'd to Heaven, this Blood. 
Of Twenty boaſted Kings, would ſtop, at once, 
And ſtagnate i in my Heart! It, then, no more, 
Would ruſh, in boiling Fevers, thro' my Veins, 
And ev'ry trembling Drop, be filPd with O/mar. 
How has he low me | How has he olg me! 
45 Thee to him When has hut mus Dina, 
4 his boundleſs Pow'r of charming! 

bad any foftens the ſevere Decrees 
Of his own Faith ;——And is it juſt, that ine 
Shou'd bid me hate him, but becauſe he loves me? 
No——1 will be a Chriſtian——but, preſerve 
My Gratitude, as facred, as my Faith: 
If I have Death to fear, for O/mar's Sake, 
It muſt be, from his Cofdne/s, | not his Lowe. 

Nereſtan. 1 muſt, at once, 4 — and pity theez 
I cannot point thee out, which Way to go, a 
But Providence will lend its Light to guide thee. 
That ſacred Rite, which thou ſhalt, now, receive, 
Will ftrengthen, and ſupport, thy feeble Heart, 
To live, an Innocent; or die, a 
Here, then, begin 3 of thy © 3 
Here, in the trembling Horrors of thy Soul, 
Promiſe thy King, he Father, and thy God, 
Not to accompli | theſe deteſted N 


Till, firſt, the reverend Prieſt has clear your Eyes, 


n and giv'n you Claim to, 


88  ERDACea. 
Zara. So bleſs me, Heaven! 1— 


| Go——— haſten the good Prieſt, [ will expe him; 


But, firſt, my expiring Father 
Lay 4 + I am, —＋ 1 hg All he wiſhes me : 


'Tell him, 182 'twere Joy, to die. 
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What am I? What am I about to be? 
Daughter of Lu/{ignan?———or Wife to O/man ? 
Am I a Lover, moſt ? or, moſt, a Chrittian ? 

Wou'd Selima were come! and, yet, tis juſt, 

All Friends ſhou'd fly Her, who torfakes Herſelf : 
What ſhall Ido? — What Heart has Strength, to bear 
Theſe double Weights of Duty? — Help me Heaven! 
To thy hard Laws I render up my Soul: 

But, Oh! demand it back — for, now, tis O/nan 8. 


Enter Oſman. Ss 
O/nar. Shine out, appear, be found, my lovely 
Zara! | | 
Impatient Eyes attend The Rites expect thee ; 
And my devoted Heart, no =. a brooks 
This Diſtance, from its Soſt'ner!— All the Lamps 
Of Nuptial Love are lighted, and burn pure, 
As if they drew their Brightneſs from thy Bluſhes ; 
The holy Moſque is fill'd with fragrant Fumes, 
Which emulate the Sweetneſs of thy Breathing : 
My proſtrate People, all, confirm my Choice, 
And ſend their Souls to Heaven, in Prayer, for Bleſſings. 
Thy envious Rzwals, conſcious of thy Right, 
Approve ſuperior Charms, and join to praiſe thee ; 
The Throne, that waits thee, ſeems to ſhine, more 
As all its Gems, with animated Luſtre, [richly,. 
Fear'd to look dim, beneath the Eyes of Zara! 
Come, my flow Love! the Ceremonies wait thee; 
Come, and begin, from this dear Hour, my Triumph. 
Zara. Oh! what a Wretch am I? O, Grief! Oh, 
Love! | 
O/nan. Come 


Zara. Where ſhall I hide my Bluſhes ? | 
Qſnan. Bluſhes? —here, in my Boſom, hide em. 
Zara. My Lord? | | 

O/man. Nay, Zara---give me thy Hand, and come 
Zara. Inftru&t me, Heaven | 

What I ſhou'd ſay— Alas! I cannot ſpeak: 


O/mane 
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Oſnan. Away——this modeſt, ſweet, reluftant, 
Trifling | x 
But doubles my Deſires, and thy own Beauties 
Zara. Ah, me! 
O/ner. Nay---but thou ſhould'ſt not be to cruel--- 
Zara. I can, no longer, bear it Oh! my Lord 
O/nar. Ha! what ! whence? how? —— 
Zara. My Lord ! my Sovereign ! | 
Heaven knows, this Marriage wou'd have been a Bliſs, 
Above my humble Hopes !—yet, witneſs Love! 
Not from the Grandeur of your 'Throne, that Bliſs, 
But, from the Pride of calling Q/r:ar, Mine. 
| Wouw'd, You had been no Emperor! and I, 
Poſſeſs'd of Power, and Charms, deſerving Ya / 
That, ſighting Aſia's Thrones, I might, alone, 
Have left a proffer d World, to follow You, 
Through Deſarts, uninhabited by Men, | 
And bleſs' d, with ample Room, for Peace, and Love: 
But, as it zs theſe Chriſtians 
__ Ofman. Chriſtians! what! 
How ſtart two Images into thy Thoughts, 
So diftant———as the Chriſtians, and ½ Lore! 
Zara. That good, old Chriſtian, reverend Lisi van, 
Now, dying, ends his Life, and Woes, togetlic n! 
Qfnan. Well! let him die What has thy Heart 


2 

Thus prefiing, and thus tender, from the Death 

Of an old, wretched, Chriſtian?- Thank our Prophet, 

Thou art no Chriſtian —educated, here, 

Thy happy Youth was taught our better Faith: 

Sweet, as thy Pity ſhines, tis, now, miſtim'd ; 

What ! tho” an aged Suff rer dies, unhappy, 

Why ſhou'd Eis foreign Fate diſturb our Joys? 
Zara. Sir, if you love me, and wou'd have me 


That, I am, truly, dear [think, 


Oſman. Heaven ! if I love 
Zara. Permit me 
O/man. What? 


Zara. 
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Zara. To defire——— 
 O/man. Speak out 
Zara. The Nuptial Rites 
May be deferr'd, till : 
O/marn. What — is That the Voice 
'Of Zara? 
Zara. Oh! I cannot bear his Frown ! 
 O/nan. Of Zara! ; 
-+ Zara. It is dreadful to my Heart, ED 
To give you but a ſeeming Cauſe, for Anger ; 
Pardon my Grief Alas! I cannot bear it; | 


of 


There is a painful Terror, in your Eye, 


That pierces to my Soul lud, from your Sight 


I go, to make a Moment's Truce, with Tears, 
And gather Force, to ſpeak of my Deſpair. 


[ Exit diſorder'd. 
_ O/man. I ſtand, immoveable, like ſenſeleſs Marble! 


Horror had frozen my ſuſpended Tongue : 
And an aftomfh'd Silence robb'd my Will 

Of Power, to tell her, that ſhe ſhock'd my Soul! 
Spoke ſhe to Me ?---fure ! I miſunderſtood her! 
Cou'd it be Me, ſne left ?---What have I ſeen! 


= Enter Oraſmin. 
Nra/min ! What a Change is here! She's gone, 
And I permitted it, I know not how ! 
 Ora/min. Perhaps, you but accuſe the charming 
Of Innocence, too modeſt, oft, in Love. [Fault 
O/man. But why, and whence, thoſe Tears ?------ 
thoſe Looks! that Flight! 
That Grief ! fo ſtrongly ſtamp'd, on every Feature 
If it has been that Frenchman /---What a Thought! 
How low, how horrid, a Suſpicion, That! 
The dreadful Flaſh, at once, gives Light, and kills 
My too bold Confidence, repeiPd aution; [me: 
An Infidel !---a Slave !---a Heart, like mine, 
Reduc'd, to ſuffer, from ſo wile a Rival! 
But, tell me, did'ſt thou mark em, Go pang 
P Dies 


” 2 > . Ra 


d. 


| Nay, who reſolves, to ſee theſe Climes uo more 


Indulge him, with a ſecond Leave to come ? 
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Did'ſt thou obſerve the Language of their Eyes ? 
Hide nothing from me----Is my love betray'd ? 
Tell me my whole Diigrace: Nay, if thou trembleſt, 
I hear thy Pity ſpeak, tho' thou art filent. 
Oraſnin. I tremble at the Pangs, I fee you ſuffer 
Let not your angry Apprehenſion urge 


Your faithful Slave, to irritate your Anguiſſi; 


I did, *tis true, obſerve ſome parting Tears; 
But, there are Tears, of Charity, and Grief: 
I cannot think, there was a Cauſe, deſerving 
This Agony of Paſſion— 
O/man. Why no I thank thee 
Ora/min, thou art wiſe ! It cou'd not be, 
That I ſhow'd ftand, expos'd, to ſuch an Inſult : 
Thou know'ſt, had Zara meant me the Offence, 
She wants not Wiſdom, to have hd it, better; | 
How rightly did'ſt thou judge! Zara ſhall know it: 
And thank thy honeſt Service---After all, . 
Might ſhe not have ſome Cauſe for Tears, which I 
Claim no concern m---but the Grief it gives her ? 
What an unlikely Fear from a poor Slave ! 
Who goes, to-morrow, and, no doubt, who wiſhes, 


Org/min. Why did you, Sir, againit our Country's 
Cuſtom, 


He faid, he ſhou'd return, once more, to ſee her. 
O/man. Return! the Traitor! He return !---Dares 

Preſume, to preſs a ſecond Interview? (ne 

Wou'd he be ſeen, again ?----He ſhall be ſeen; 

But, dead ;----Ill puniſh the audacious Slave, 

To teach the faithleſs Fair, to feel my Anger : 

Be fill, my Tranſports ; Violence 1s blind: 

I know, my Heart, at once, is fierce, and weak; 

J feel, that I deſcend, below my {elf ; 

Zara can never, juſtly, be ſuſpected ; 

Her Sweetneſs was not form'd to cover Treaſon : 

Yet, O/man muſt not ſtoop to Woman's — 
| elr 
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Their Tears, Complaints, Regrets, and Reconcile- 


ments, 

With all their light, capricious, Roll of Changes, 
Are Arts, too vulgar, to be try'd on Me. 

It wou'd become me, better, to reſume 

The Empire of my Will :----Rather than fall 
Beneath myſelf, I muſt, how dear ſoeꝰ er 

It coſts me, r:/e----tall I look down, on Zara ? 
Away---but mark me---theſe Seraglio Doors, 
Againft all Chriftians, be they, henceforth, ſhut, 
Cloſe, as the dark Retreats of filent Death.---- 
What have I done, juſt Heav'n! thy Rage to move, 
That thou ſhould'ſt fink me down, 15 low, to Love? 


@D:CDDDCDADRDA®eEbRD 
ACT IV. SCENE LI. 
Zara, Selima. | 
Selima. 


AI Madam, how, at once, I grieve your Fate, 
And, how admire your Virtue !-------Heaven 


permits, | | fortune; 
And Heaven will give you Strength, to bear, Mis- 
To break theſe Chains, ſo ſtrong, and, yet, ſo dear. 
Zara. Oh! tliat I cou'd ſupport the fatal Struggle 
Selima. Lid Eternal aids your Weakneſs, ſees your 
Will; 
Directs your Purpoſe, and rewards your Sorrows. 
Zara. 2 had Wretch more Cauſe, to hope, he 
Oes. <> t | 
Selima. What! tho', you here, no more, behold 
There 15 a Father to be found, above, [your Father! 
Who can reitore 'That Father to his Daughter. 
Zara. But, I have planted Pain, in O/mar's Boſom; 
He loves me, ev'n to Death !---and I reward him, 1 
Wi 


With and 
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How baſe: how cruel: : 

But I deſerv'd him not, I ſhou'd have been 

Too happy, and the Hand of Heaven repell'd me. 
Selima. What! will you, - then, r the glorious 

And hazard, thus, „ bravely won? Loſs, 
Zara. Inhuman Victory thou doſt not know, 

This Love, ſo I this ſole Joy of Life, 

This firſt, beſt, Hops of earthly Happineſs, 

Is, yet, leſs pow'rful, in my Heart, Heaven ! 


To him, who made that Heart, I offer it; 


There, there, I facnifice my bleeding Paſſion :- 
I pour, before ham, ev'ry gwlty Tear ; 


I beg him, to efface the fond Impreſſion, 


And fill, with his own Image, all my Soul ; 
Burt, while I w „and figh, repent, and pray, 
Remembrance brings the bj ect of my Lore, 
And ev'ry light Hlufion foats before him. 
I fee, I hear him, and, again, he charms ! 
Fills my glad Soul, and ſhines, twixt me, and 
Heav'n ! 

Oh! all ye Royal Anceſtors ! Oh, Father ! 
Mother ! you Chriitians, and the Chriſtians” God! 
You, who depnve me of this gen'rous Lover ! 
If you permit me not to live for him, 
Let me not live, at all, and I am bleſs'd : 
Let me die, innocent; let his dear Hand 
Cloſe the fad Eyes of her, he ſtoop'd to love, 
And I acquit my Fate, and a% no more. 
But he forgives me not regardleſs, now 
Whether, or how, I hve, or, when I die, 
He quits me, ſcorns me -and I, yet live ony 
And talk of Death, as diſtant. ——— 

Selima. Ah! deſpair not, 
Truſt your Eternal He and be happy. | 

Zara. Why what has Oſnan done, that He, 

too, ſhou'd not ? 

Has Heaven, ſo nobly, form'd his Heart, to \ hate it? 
—— and Juſt, CT and Brave, 


Were 
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I with, methinks, this reverend Prieſt were come; 
To free me from theſe Doubts, which ſhake my Soul: 
Yet, know not, why I ſhou'd not dare to hope, 
That Heaven, whoſe Mercy All confeſs, and feel, 
Will pardon, and approve, th? Alliance wiſh'd : 
Perhaps, it feats me on the Throne of Syria, 

To tax my my Pow'r, for theſe good Chriſtians? 


Thou know'ſt the mighty Saladine, who, firſt, 
Conquer'd this Empire, from my Father's Race, 
Who, like my O/maz, charm'd th* admiring World, 
Drew Birth, tho” Syrian, from a Chriſtian Mother. 
| Selima. What mean you, Madam! Ah? you do 
not ſee | 
Zara. Yes, yes - ſee it all; I am not blind: 
1 ſee, my Country, and my Race, condemn me; 
I fee, that, ſpite of all, I ſtill, love Oman. 
What! if I, now, go throw me at his Feet, 
And tell him, there, fincerely, what I am ? 
Selima. Confider-- That might coſt your Brother's 
Expoſe the Chriſtians, and betray you All. [Life, 
Zara. You do not know the noble Heart of O/man; 
Selima. I know him the Protector of a Faith, 
Tm be @urs ; -The _ he loves, 
The le wi permit you, to profeſs 
Opinions, which be hates: To Night, the Prieſt, 
In private, introduc'd, attends you, here; 
You promis'd him Admiſſion | 
Zara. Wou'd 1 had not! 
I promis d, too, to keep this fatal Secret ; 
My Father's urg'd Command requir'd it, twice ; 
I muſt obey, all dangerous, as it is: 
Compell'd to Silence, O/man is enrag' d, 


— 


Enter 
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TDater Oſman. 
ran. Madam ! there was a Time, when my 
charm'd Heart | 
_ T_T > Love; | 
When, without bluſhing, I indulg'd my Flame; 
And ev'ry Day, ſtill, made you | ny A me. 
You taught me, Madam, to believe, my Love 
Rewarded, and return'd nor was that Hope, 4 
Methinks, too bold for Reaſon : Emperors, 
Who chuſe to ſigh, devoted, at the Feet 
Of Beauties, whom the World conceive their Slaves, 
Have Fortune's Claim, at leaſt, to ſure Succeſs : 
But, *twere profane to think of Pow'r, in Love. 
Dear, as my Paſſion makes you, I decline 
Poſſeſſion of her Charms, whoſe Heart's another's ; 
You will not find me a weak, jealous, Lover, 
By coarſe Reproaches giving Pain to you, 
Aud ſhaming my own Greatneſs —wounded deeply, 5 | 
Vet ſhunning, and diſdaining, low Complaint, | 
I come to tell you 
Zara. Give my trembling Heart 
A Moment's Reſpite | 
Oſman. That unwilling Coldnem, 
Is juſt the Prize of your caprieious Lightneſs; 
Your ready Arts may ſpare the fruitleis Pains, 
Of colouring Deceit with fair Pretences ; 
I wou'd not with to hear your flight Excuſes ; 
I cheriſh Ignorance, to fave my Bluſhes. 
O/; in ev'ry Trial, ſhall remember, 
That he is Emperor Whate'er I ſuffer, 
Tis due to Honour, that I give up You, 
And, to my mjur'd Boſom, take Deſpair, 
Rarher than, ſhamefully, poſieſs you, fighung, | 
Convinc'd, thoſe Sighs were, never, meant for Me.--- 
| Go, Madam—you are free—From O/mar's Pow'r 
Expect no Wrongs, but fee his Fac: no more. 


— re —-w¹ ˙mt. 
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5 Zara. At laſt, tis come - the fear d, the mur 
d'ring Moment 
Is come — and | am curs'd by Earth, and Heaven 
[Throws herſelf on the Ground. 
If it is true, that I am lov'd no more; | 
If you 
O/man. It is too true, my Fame requires it; 
Tt is too true, that I, unwilling, leave you : 
That I, at once, renounce you, and adore.—— 
Zara ! —you weep ! 
Zara. If Iam doom'd to loſe you, 
If I muſt wander o'er an empty World, 
Vnloving, and unlov'd Oh ! yet, do Juſtice 
To the Afflicted do not wrong me, doubly : 
Puniſh me, if tis needful to your Peace, 
But ſay not, I deferv'd it—_—_——T hs, at leaft, 
Believe for, not the Greatneſs of your Soul 
Is Truth, more pure, and ſacred no Regret 
Can touch my bleeding Heart, for having loſt 
The Rank, of Her, you raiſe to ſhare your Throne: 
I know, I never ought to have been there; 
My Fate, and my Defects require, I loſe you: 
But ah! my Heart was, never, known to O/man. 
May Heaven, that puniſhes, for ever hate me, 
If I regret the Loſs of aught, but Jon. 
O/man. Riſe—riſe—This means not Love? 


| [ Rai/es her. 
Zara. Strike——Strike me, Heaven! 
| +  O/man. What! is it Love, to force yourſelf to wound 
& The Heart? you with to gladden ? — hut I find, 
Lovers, leaſt know Themſelves, for, I believ'd, 
That I had taken back the Power I gave you; : 
Vet, ſee!—you did but weep, and have reſum'd me! 
Proud, as I am ——1 mutt _ one — 
Evades my Power the Bleſſing to forget you. 
— 5 Tears were form'd to teach Difdain, 
That Soſtneſs can diſarm it. "Tis decreed, 
I muſt, for ever, love — but, from what Cauſe, * 
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If thy conſenting Heart partakes my Fires, 
Art thou reluctant to a Bleſſing, meant ine ? 


Speak? Is it Levity——or, is it Fear? 

Fear of a Power, that, but for bleſſing Thee, . 
Had, without Joy, been painful. Is it Artifice ?/ 
Oh! gore the needleſs Pains Art was not mace 


For Art, however 1 innocent, 
Looks Ek Deceiving I abhorr'd i it, ever. 
Zara. Alas! I — no Art, not ev'n * 


To hide this Love, and this Diſtreſs, you give me. 


O/man. Now Riddles ! ſpeak, with Plainneſs, to 


What can'ft thou mean : [my Soul; 


Zara. I have no Power to f it. 

Qſnan. Is it ſome Secret, gerous to my State? 
Is it ſome Chriſtian Plot, grown ripe, againſt me ? 

Zara. Lives there a Wretch, ſo vile, as to betray 
O/man is bleſs'd, beyond the Reach of Fear; [you! 
Fears, and 1 — threaten only 1 

Ojman. I hy threaten Zara? 


Tara. Permit me, at ycur Feet, 


Thus, trembling, to beſeech a Favour from you. 
O/man. A F — ; you guide tue Will 
of nan. [ united, 
Zara. Ah! wou'd to Heaven, our Duties were 
Firm, as our Thoughts and Wiſhes!— But This Day, 
But This one fad, unhappy Day, permit me, 


Alone, and far-divided, from your Eye, 


To cover my Diſtreſs, leſt you, too tender, 
Shou'd ſee, and ſhare it with me---from To-morrow, 


J will not have a Thought, conceaPd from you. 


O/man. TP ſtrange Diſquiet! from what ſtranger 
Cauſe ? 
Zara. If I am, really, bleſs'd with Oſnan's Love, 
He will not, then, refuſe this humble Prayer. 
Qſuan. If it mult be, it muſt.---Be pleas'd---my 
Will 
Takes Purpoſe, from your Wiſhes ; And, Conſent 
* not on my SHO but your Decree : _ 
3 4 
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Go—— but remember, how He loves, who thus, 
Finds a Delight in Pain, becauſe you give it. 
Zara. 1 more than Pain, to make you 
lit. 
Qſnan. And can you, Zara, leave me? 
Zara. Alas! my Lord! [Exit Zara. 
O/man. [ Alene.] It ſhou'd be, yet, methinks, too 
N ſoon to fly me ! —_ 
00 ſoon, as yet, to wrong my aith ; 
The more I think” the /e/5 I — 4 — 3 
What hidden Cauſe ſhou'd raiſe ſuch ſtrange Deſpair! 
Now, when her Hopes have Wings, and ev'ry With 
Is courted to be lively When I love, 
And Joy, and Empire, preſs her to their Boſom ; 
When, not alone belov'd, but, ev'n, a Lover: 
Profeſſing, and accepting; bleſs'd, and bleſling ; 
To fee her Eyes, thro? Tears, ſhine myſtick Love! 
*Tis Madneſs ! and I were unworthy Power, | 
'To ſuffer, longer, the capricious Inſult ! 
Yet, was I blameleſs ?!—No——T was too raſh; 
I have felt Jealouſy, and ſpoke it, to her ; 
I have diſtruſted her————and, fill, ſhe loves: 
Gen'rous Atonement, That ! and 'tis my 
To expiate, by a Length of ſoft Ind e, 

The Tranſports of a Rage, which, ſtill, was Love. 
Henceforth, I, never, will ſuſpect her falſe ; 
Nature's plain Power of Charming dwells about her, 
And Innocence gives Force to ev'ry Word : 

I owe full Confidence to All, ihe bobs, 

For, in her Eye, ſhines Truth, and ev'ry Beam 
Shoots Confirmation round her :—1I remark'd, 

Ev'n, while ſhe wept, her Soul, a thouſand times, 
Sprung to her Lips, and long'd to leap to mine, 
With honeſt, ardent, Utt'rance of her Love. 
Who can poſſeſs a Heart, fo low, fo baſe, 

To look ſuch Tenderneſs, and, yet, have none? 


Euter 


Dunnotic'd, to deliver it,- 
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_ June drier, wid Ouafiain. 


Melidor. This Letter, great Diſpoſer of the World! 
Addreſs'd to Zara, and, in private, brought, 
Your faithful Guards, this Moment, intercepted, 
And, humbly, offer to your Sovereign Eye. 
Qſman. —＋ nearer; give it me. To Zara. 
e! 
Bring it, with Speed Shame on your flatt' ring 
Diſtance 
[Advancing, and ſnatching the Letter. 


Be W approach me, like a Subject, 
Who ſerves the Ph. yet, not forgets the Man. 


Melidor. One of the Chriſtian Slaves, whom, late, 
Bounty 
Releas'd from Bondage, ſought, with heedful Guile, 
diſcover'd 
He waits, in Chains, his Domes, from your Decree; 
Qſman. Leave me----I tremble, as if ſomething 
fata], | 
Were meant me, from this Letter---ſhou'd I read it ? 
hate Who knows, but it contains ſome happy 
ruth, 
That may remove all Doubts, and calm your Heart? 
O/man. Be it, as twill—it all be read---my Hands 
Have Apprehenſion, that outreaches mine 
Why ſhou'd 3 tremble, thus? Tis done and 


[ Opens the Letter. 
Fate be thy C Call obey'd-— Ora/min, mark 


66 There is a ſecret Paſſage, toward the Moſque, 


«© That Way, you might eſcape; and, unperceiv'd, 
Fly your Obſervers, and fulfil our Hope; 
"> Defpiſe the Danger, and depend on me, 


M0 Who wait you, but to die, if you deceive.“ 


Hell! Tortures! Death! and Woman! What! 
Oraſmin ? 


C4 Are 
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Are we awake ? Heard'ſt thou ? Can this be Zara? 

Ora/miz. Wou'd, I had loſt all Senſe----for, what 

I heard, | 
Has cover'd my afflicted Heart with Horror! 
Oman. Thou ſee'ſt how I am treated? 

Ora ſmin. Monftrous Treaſon ! 

To an Affront, like This, you cannot---muſt nos. 
Remain, infenfble---You, who, but now, 

From the moſt light Suſpicion, felt ſuch Pain, 
Mufti, in the Horror of fo black a Guilt, 

Find an effeRual Cure, and baniſh Love. 

O/man. Seek her this Inſtant---go---Ora/min, fly-— 
Shew her, this Letter---bid her read, and tremble : 
Then, in the rifing Horrors of her Guilt, | 
Stab her unfaithful Breafſt—— and let her die. | 
Say, while thou ſink*ſt—— Stay, ftay—— return, and 

ity me: 
I will think, firſt, a Moment——Let that Chriſtian 
Be, ſtrait, confronted with her—-Stay——1I will, 
I will—I know not what ;—Wou'd, I were dead! 


Wou'd, I had dy'd, unconſcious of this Shame ! 


Oraſmin. Never did Prince receive ſo bold a Wrong. 
O/man. See! here, detected, this infernal Secret! 
This Fountain of her Tears, which my weak Heart 
Miſtook for Marks of Tenderneſs and Pain 
Why ! what a Reach has Woman, to deceive! 
| Under how fine a Veil, of Grief, and Fear, 
Did ſhe propoſe Retirement, till 'To-morrow ! 
And I, blind Dotard ! gave the Fool's Conſent, 
Sooth'd her, ard ſuffer'd her to go! She parted, 
Diiiolv'd in Tears; and parted, to betray me 
Ora/min. Reflexion ſerves but to confirm her Guilt: 
At length, reſume Yourſelf ; awaken Thought; 
Aſſert your Greatnefs ; and reſolve, like O/mar. 
O/man. Nereſtan, too—Was this the boaſted Ho- 
Of that proud Chriſtian ? whom Jerſalem [nour 
Grew loud, in Praiſing! whofe half-envy'd Virtue 
I wouder'd at, myſelf ” and felt Diſdain, = 
1 
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To be but, equal, to a Chriſtian's Greatneſs ! 
And does he thank me thus ? ————— baſe Infidel ! 
Honeſt, pretending, pious, praying, Villain 
Yet, Zara is, a thouſand times, more baſe, 
More Hypocrite, than He !——a Slave! a Wretch! 
So low, ſo loft, that, ev'n the vileſt Labours, 
In which he lay, condemn'd, could never fink him, 
Beneath his Native Infamy | Did ſhe not know, 
What I have done, what ſuffer'd—— for Her Sake? 

Oraſmin. Cou'd you, my gracious Lord! forgive 


You wou'd — [my Zeal ! 
Ofnar. I know it—— Thou art right——Pl ee 
her 


Tl tax her, in thy Preſence ;——TIl upbraid her— 
PI let her /zarz—go—find, and bring her, to me. 

Ora/min. Alas! my Lord, diſorder' d as you are, 
What can you wiſh to ſay? 

O/man. I know not, now :— OT 
But I reſolve to ſee her ———P —— left ſhe think, 

Her Falſhood has, perhaps, the Power to grieve me. 

Oraſmin. Believe me, Sir, your Threatnings, your 
; Complaints, „ 

What will they All produce, but Zara's Tears, 

To quench this fanſy'd Anger! your loſt Heart, 
Seduc'd, againſt itſelf, will ſearch but Reaſons, 

To juſtify the Guilt, which gives it Pain: 

Rather conceal, from Zara, this Diſcovery ; 

And let ſome truſty Slave convey the Letter, 
Reclos'd to her own Hand ——then, ſhall you learn, 
Spite of her Frauds, Diſguiſe, and Artifice, 

The firmneſs, or Abaſemnt, of her Soul. 

O/man. Thy Counſel charms me] We'll about it, 
"Twill be ſome Recompence, at leaſt, to fee ſnow; 
Her Bluſhes, when detected. 
Oraſmin. Oh! my Lord, 
I doubt you, in the Trial——for, your Heart 

_ Ojnan. — oh me not——1my Love, indeed, is 


C5 | But, 
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But, Eonour, and Diſdain, more ſtrong than Zara: 
| Here, take this fatal ———— a Slave, 
Whom, yet, ſhe never ſaw, and who retains 
His try'd Fidelity Diſpatch be gone 
[Exit Oraſmin. 
Now, whither ſhall I turn my Eyes, and Steps, 
The ſureſt Way, to ſhun her; and give Time 
For this diſcovering Trial 2—— Heay'n ! ſhe's here! 


Enter Zara. 
So, Madam ! Fortune will befriend my Cauſe, 
And free me from your Fetters : You are met, 


Moſt aptly, to diſpel a new-ris'n Doubt, 
That claims the fineſt of your Arts, to gloſs it. 
Unhappy, each, by other, it is Time, 

To end our mutual Pain, that Both may reſt: 
You want not Generofity, but Love: 

My Pride forgotten, my obtruded Throne, 
My Favours, Cares, Reſpect, and Tenderneſs, 


Touching your Gratitude Ed Regard; 
Till, bo a Length of ic rovied Be 


Your Heart ſubmitted, and = tas Love; 

But, you deceiv'd Yourſelf, — injur' d me. 

There is, I'm told, an Object, more deſervin 

Your Love, than — wou'd know his Name? 

Be juſt, nor de with my Anger : Tell me, 

Now, while expiring Pity ſtruggles faint ; 

While I have yet, perhaps, the Pow'r to pardon : 

Give up the bold Invader of my Claim, 

And let him die, to fave 8 art . 

Think, and reſolve— While 1 yet ſpeak, renounce 
him; 

While yet the Thunder rolls, ſuſpended, ſtop it; 

Let thy Voice charm me, and recall my Soul, 

'That tarns, averſe, and dwells no more on Zara. 

Zara. Can it be O/inan, ſpeaks? and ſpeaks to 

Zara? 

Learn, «ruel ! learn, that this aflicted Heart, TH. 
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This Heart, which Heaven delights to prove, by 
T.oortures, 
Did it not love, has Pride, and Pow 'r, to ſhun you: 
Alas ! you will not know me! What have 1 
To fear, but that unhappy Love, you queſtion ? 
That Love, which, only, cou'd — the Shame, 
I feel, while I deſcend, to weep my Wrongs. 
I know not, whether Heaven, that frowns upon me, 
Has deſtin'd my unhappy Days, for Yours ; | 
But, be my Fate, or bl-{s'd, or curs'd, I ſwear, 
By Honour, dearer ev'n than Life, or Love, 
Cou'd Zara be but Miſtreſs of Herſelf, 
She wou'd, with cold Regard, look down on Kings, 
And, You alone excepted, fly em all: 
Wou'd you learn more, and open all my Heart? 
Know then, that, fpite of this renew'd Injuſtice, 
I do not— ——cannot——wih to love you lets : 
That, long before you look'd fo low, as Zara, 
She gave her Heart to / Yours, before 
'Your Benefits had bought her, or your Eye 
Had thrown Diſtinction round her; never had, 
Nor ever will ackaowledge, other Lover. 
And, to this ſacred Truth, atteſting Heaven! 
I call thy dreadful Notice! If my Heart 
Deſerves Reproach, tis for, but not from, Qſman. 
O/max.. What! does ſhe, yet, preſume to ſwear 
05 1 Perjury ! 
Oh! Boldneſs of « erjury ! 
Had I not ſeen, had I not read, ſuch Proof, 
Of her light Falhood, as extinguith'd Doubt, 
I cou'd not be a Man, and not believe her. 
Zara. Alas? my Lord, what cruel Fears have 
ſerz'd you? | 
What harſh, myſterious Words were thoſe, I heard? 
O/man, What Fears ſhou'd O/man feel, fince Zara 
loves him? De 
Zara. | cannot live, and anſwer to ycur Voice, 


Jn that reproachful Tone! our angry . "YH 


—— — 


Conſuming nothing, till it, firſt, embraces. 
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Trembles with Fury, while you talk of Love; 
Oſman. Since Zara Loves him! 
Zara. Is it poſſible, 
Oſman ſhould diſbelieve it? — Again, again 
Your late-repented Violence returns ; 
Alas! what killing Frowns you dart againſt me! 
Can it be kind? Can it be juſt, to doubt me? 
_- Oſman. No—lI can doubt no longer—You may 


Oraſinin ! ſhe's perfidious, ev'n beyond 


Her Sex's undiſcover d Power of Seeming : 


She's at the topmoſt Point of ſhameleſs Artifice; 

An Empreſs, at Deceiving ! Soft, and eaſy 
Deſtroying like a Plague, in calm hr wy, : 
She's innocent, ſhe ſwears —— So is the Fire; 

It ines, in harmleſs Diſtance, bright, and pleaſing, 


Say? Haſt thou chos'n a Slave? Is he inſtructed ? 

Haſte, to detect her Vileneſs, and my Wrongs. 

Orafmin. Punctual, I have obey'd your whole 
Command; 


But, have arm'd, Lord, injur'd Heart, 
With Coldaefs, and indir "rence Can — hear, 
All, painleſs and unmov'd, the Falſe One's Shame? 
Oſman. Oraſmin { I adore her, more than ever! 
Oraſmin. My Lord! my Emperor! forbid it, 
Heaven! | 


O/man. I have difcern'd a Gleam of diſtant 


Hope; 
This hateful Chriſtian, the light Growth of France, 
Proud, young, vain, amorous, conceited, raſh, 
Has miſconceiv'd ſome charitable Glance, 
And judg'd it Love, in Zara: He, alone, 
Then, has offended me.— s it her Fault, 
If thoſe, ſhe charms, are wdiſcreet and daring ? 


Zara, perhaps, expected not this Letter; FR 
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And I, with Raſhnefs, groundleſs, as its Writer's, 
Took Fire, at my own Fancy, and have wrong'd her. 
Now, hear me, with Attention Soon as Night 
Has thrown her welcome Shadows, o'er the Palace; 
When this Nereſtan, this ungrateful Chriſtian, 
Shall lurk, in Expectation, near our Walls, 
Be watchful, that our Guards ſurprize, and ſeize him; 
Then, bound in Fetters, and o erwhelm'd with Shame, 
Conduct the daring Traitor, to my Preſence ; 
But, above all, be ſure, you hurt not Zara: 
Mindful to what ſupreme Excets, I love. 
I feel, I muſt confeſs, a kind of Shame, 
And bluſh, at my own Tenderneſs ;—but, Faith, 
Howe'er it ſeems deceiv'd, were weak, as I am, 
Cou'd it admit Diſtruſt, to blot its Face, 
And give Appearance Way, till Proof takes Place. 


End of the Fourth Aft. 


Aer v. eint L 
Zara. COOTH me, no longer, with this vain De · 
To a Recluſe, like — 3 dares, henceforth, 
Preſume Admiſſion !—The Seraglio's t. 


Barr'd, and unpaſſable — as Death, to Time! 
My Brother ne'er muit hope to fee me, more: 


How now! what unknown Slave accoſts us, here 


Enter Melidor. | 
Melidor. This Letter, truſted to my Hands, re- 
celve, | 


Is 
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In ſecret Witneſs, 1 am, wholly, yours. 
__ [Lara reads the Letter. 
Selima. ¶ Ajide.] Thou, everlaſting Ruler of the 
World ! | 
Shed thy wiſh'd Mercy on our hopeleſs Tears; 
Redeem us from the Hands of hated Infidels, 
And tave my Princaſs from tie Breaſt of Oſnan. 
Zara. I wiſh, my Friend, the Comfort of your 
Counſel. e 
Selina. Retire—you ſhall be call'd wait near 
Go, leave us: | [ Exit iAehdor. 
Zara, Head this and tell me, what I cught to 
anſwer ? . 
For I wou'd, gladly, hear my Brother's Voice. 
Sclima, Say rather, you wow'd hear the Voice of 
Heav'n. | | 
Tis not your Brother, calls you, but your God. 
Zara. I know it, nor reiiit Lis awful Will; | 
Thou know'ft, that I have bound my Soul, by Oath ; 
But, can [——ought to engage myſelf, 
My Brother, and the Chriſtians in this Danger? | 
Selima. Tis not their Danger, that alarms your 
| Fear; 
Your Love ſpeaks loudeſt, to your ſhrinking Soul; 
I know your Heart, of Strength, to hazard All, 
But, it has let in Traitors, Who ſurrender, 
On poor Pretence of. Safety :---Learn, at leaſt, 
To underſtand, the Weakneſs, that deceives you: 
You tremble, to offend your haughty Lover, 
Whom Wrongs, and Outrage, but endear the more ; 
Yes you are blind to O/man's cruel Nature, 
That Tartar's Fierceneſs, that obſcures his Bounties: 
This Tyger, favage, in his Tenderneſs, 
Courts, _ Contempt, and threatens, amid Soft · 


Yet, cannot your neglected Heart efface 
His fated, fix d, Impreſſion J. 
Zara. What Reproach 


Can 
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Can I, with Juſtice, make him? I, indeed, 
Have given Him Cauſe to hate me 


Was not his Throne, was not his Temple, ready ? 
Did not he court his Slave, to be a Queen ? 
And have not I declin'd it ? I, who ought 
To tremble, conſcious of affronted Power ! 
Have not I triumph'd o'er his Pride, and Love? 
Seen him ſubmit his own high Will, to mine? 
And ſacrifice his Wiſhes, to my Weakneſs ? 
Selma. Talk we, no more, cf this unhappy Paſ- 
What Reſolution will your Virtue take? [ ſion: 
Zara. All Things combine, to fink me to Deſpair ; 
From the Seraglio, Death, alone, will free me. 
I long to ſee the Chrittians' happy Climes; 
Yet, in the Moment, while I form that Prayer, 
I ſigh a ſecret Wiſh, to languiſh, here: 
How ſad a State is mine! my reſtleſs Soul 
All ign'rant, what to do, or what to wiſh ? 
My only Perfe# Senſe is, That of Pain. 
O, Guardian Heav'n ! protect my Brother's Life: 
For I will meet him, and full his Prayer. 
Then, when, from Solyma's unfriendly Walls, 
His Abſence ſhall unbind bis Siſter's Tongue, 
O/man ſhall learn the Secret of my Birth, 
My Faith unihaken, and my deathleſs Love; 
He will approve my Choice, and pity me. 
PI fend my Brother Word, he may expect me; 
Call in the faithful Slave—God of my Fathers ! 
Es | [ Exit Selima. 
Let thy Hand fave me, and thy Will direct. 
Enter Selima, end Melidor. 
Go——tell the Chriſtian, who intrufted thee, 
That Zara's Heart is fix'd, nor ſhrinks at Danger; 
And, that my faithful Friend will, at the Hour, 
Expect, and introduce him, to his Wiſh. 
Away the Sultan comes; he mutt not find us. 
[Exeunt Lara and * 
Enter 


— — — ͤ — — 
— 
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Enter Oſman, and Oraſmin. 
O/man. Swifter, ye Hours, move on; my Fury 
glows 
Impatient, and wou'd puſh the Wheels of Time :— 
How _ What Meſſage doſt thou bring? Speak 
Id] 
What Anſwer 3 e ſhe, to the Letter, ſent her? 
Melidor. She bluſh'd, «1d trembled, and grew 
ale, and pars d; | 
Then blufve.” and read it; and, gain, grew pale 3 
And wept, and ſmil'd, and dcubt „ and reſolv'd-—-— 
For, after all this Rae of vary'd Paſtions, | 
When ſhe had ſent ne out, and call'd me back, 
Tell kim (the cry'd) who has intruſted ti ee, 


That Zara's Hear | is fix d, nor ſhrinks at Danger; 
And, that my faithful Friend will, at the Hour, 


Expect, and introduce him, to his Wiſh. E 
Oſman. Enough—be gone—] have no Ear for 


more. [To the Slave. 
Leave me, Thou too, Oraſnin.— Leave me Life, 
[To Oraſmin. | 


For, ev'ry Mortal Aſpect moves my Hate: 
Leave me, to my Diſtraction—I grow mad, 
And cannot bear the Viſage of a Friend. 
Leave me, to Rage, Deſpair, and Shame, and 
W rong's 3 

Leave me, to ſeel 1 ſhun Mankind. 
| | ne 

Who am 1 'n! Whom I? What reſolve I? 
Zara! Nereſtan! Sounds thoſe Words, like Names 
Decreed to join! Why pauſe I?—Periſh Zaru—— 
Wou'd, I cou'd tear her Image from my Heart :— 
*Twere happier, not to live, at all, than live 
Her Scorn, the Sport of an ungrateful Falſe One! 


And ünk the Sovereign, in a Woman's Property. 


 Re-ontey 
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| Re-enter Oraſmin. 
Orafmin !/——Friend! return - I cannot bear 
This Abſence, from thy Reaſon : ”T'was unkind, 
Twas cruel, to obey me, thus diſtreſs'd, 
And wanting Pow'r to Shin, when I had loſt thee. 
How goes the Hour? Has he appear'd? This Rival! 
Periſh the ſhameful Sound — This Villain Chriſtian ! 
Has he appear'd, below ? 
_  Oraſmin. Silent, and dark, 
TY unbreathing World is huſt'd, as if it VE 
And liſten'd to, your Sorrows. 
| _ O/man. O, treach'rous Night! 
'Thou lend'ſt thy ready Veil, to ev'ry Treaſon, 
And teeming Miſchiefs thrive, beneath thy Shade. 

Oraſmin Prophet! Reaſon! Truth! and Love! 
After ſuch Length of Benefits to wrong me! 
How have I over-rated, how miſtaken, 
The Merit of her Beauty! Did I not 
Forget I was a Monarch ? Did I remember, 
That Zara was a Slave? — I gave up All; 
Gave up Tranquility, Diſtinction, Pride, 
And fell, the ſhameful Victim of my Love 

Orafmin. Sir! * ! Sultan ! my Imperial 


Reflect on your own Greatneſs, and diſdain 
'The diſtant Provocation. 


O/man. Heard'it thou nothing? 

Oraſmin. My Lord? 
O/man. A Noiſe, like Dying Groans ? |; 
Ora/min. I liſten, but can hear nothing. | 
Oſman. Again look out—he comes. 


Ora/min. Nor Tread of Mortal Foot — nor Voice, 
[ hear : 


The ſtill Seraglio lies, profoundly plung'd, 
In Deathlike Silence! nothing ſtirs.— The Air 
Is ſoft, as Infants? Sleep, no breathing Wind 
Steals, thro the FUR, to awaken Night. 


O/man, 
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O/man. Horrors, a thouſand times more dark, 
than theſe, | 

Benight my ſuff ring Soul Thou doſt not know, 
To what * of 1 I lov'd her. 
I knew no pineſs ess, waat ſhe me, 
Nor cou'd hon felt a Mis'ry, but for her 
Pity this Weakneſs mine are Tears, Ora/min # 4 
That fall not oſt, nor lightly: 


Ora/min. Tears kw, Oh, Heaven ! 


O/nan. The firſt, which, ever, yet, unmann'd 


Eyes! | 
O pl Zara ity Me—— Oraſnix, 
Theſe but foretun the Tears of deftin'd Blood. 


Git Oh wy 6 my unhappy Lord I tremble 


O/man. Do—remble at my Suff rings, at my 
| e; 1 
At my Revenge, too, tremble——for, tis due, 

And will not be deluded. 
N |. - I AY | eben 2 
Steps of Men, alon Wall! 
O/man. Fly—— ſeize hi tis Narbe wait no 


2 —— E 
„ 
Enter Zara, and Selima, in the Dark. 


Zara. Where art thou, Selima ? Give me thy Hand 3 
It is fo dark, I tremble, > 


With Fears, and Startings, never felt, till now! 
O/man. Damnation! tis Her Voice! the well 
known Sound, | 


That has, fo often, charm%d me into Baſeneſs ! 

Oh! the perfidious Hypocrite !———ſhe goes, 

To meet th” inviting Iafidel ! — now, now, 
[Drawing a Dagger. 

Revenge, ſtand firm, and intercept his Wiſhes :—— 

Revenge! on whom ?— no matter—Earth, and Hea- 

ven, Waud 
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Wou'd bluſh, ſhou'd I forbear:—Now—2Zaza, now ; 
1 | [Drops the Dagger. 

 Imuſt not cannot ftrike, the ſtarting Steel, 


be s my Hand, and ſnuns to wound ber. 
„ is the private Path - come nearer, lead 


Are we not — think' ſt thou ? 
Selima. Fear not, Madam; 
It cannot, now, be long, ere we ſhall meer him. 
O/man. That Ward has giv'n me, back, my eb- 
ding Rage; Recover: the Dagger. 
Zara. I wall in Terror, and my Heart forebodes: 
Who's there ?—Nerefan! Is it you !—Oh! Wel- 
come 
Oſman. [Stabbing Ber.] This to thy Heart— Tis 
not the Traitor, meets thee, 
*Tis the Betray' d who writes it, in thy Blood. 
Zara. O, gracious Heaven! receive my parting 
Soul. Dies. 
Qſnan. Soul? — then Revenge has reach'd t 
I will, now, 


Whom did I firike ? Was this the Act of Love? . 
Swallow me, Earth !—She's filent—Zare's dead! 


And ſhould I live, to ſee returning Day, 
n me, left joy- 


In a wide, empty World, with nothing round me, 
But Penitence, and Pain—and, yet, twas juſt ;— 
Hark! Deſtiny has ſent her Lover to me, 
To fill my Vengeance, and reſtore my joy. 


Euter Oraſmin, with Nereſtan. 

Approach thou Wretch ! thou more than curs'd! 
come near 
Thou ! who, in Gratitude, for Freedom gore 
Haſt given Me Miſeries, beyond thy own ! 

Thaw Hevet of Heroe, with a Traitor's Soul! FA 
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Go———reap thy due Reward, prepare to ſuffer, 
Whate'r vive Malice can inf, , 
To make Thee feel thy Death, and periſh, flow. 
Are my Commands cbey'd ? 
Ora/min. All 1s prepar'd : 
 O/man. ba wanton Eyes lock round, in Search 
of Her, 
Whoſe Love, deſcending to a Slave, like Thee, 
From my diſhonour'd Hand, receiy'd her Doom * 
See ! where ſhe log—— 
| Nere/tan. O, fatal, raſh, Miſtake ! 
— Daſt thou behold her, Slave? 
Nereftan. Unhappy Siſter ! 
— Aer ts . Did'ſt thou ay Siſter? if 
thou did'ſt, . 
Bleſs me, with Deafneſs, Heaven ! 
Nereftan. Tyrant! 1 did 
She avas my Siſter —— All, that, now, is left thee, 
Diſpatch——From my diſtracted Heart, drain, next, 
The Remnant of the Royal, Chriſtian, Blood: 
Old Lu ring, in my Arms, 
Sent 1 — | Sa with his laſt Bleſſing, 
To his, now, murder'd. Daughter 1i— 
Wou'd I had ſeen the bleeding Innocent! 
I wou'd have liv'd,. to ſpeak to her, in Death; 
Wou'd have awaken'd, in her languid Heart, 
A livelier Senſs-of her abandon'd God: | 
That God, who, left by Her, forſook Her, too, 
And gave the poor, loit, Suff*rer, to thy Rage. 
O/man. . Siſter — her Father 
Se 
Can this be true and have I wrong'd thee, Zara? 
| Selima. Thy Love was all the Cloud, *twixt her, 
and Heav'n! 
O/man. Be dumb for thou art baſe, to add 
Diſtraction, 
To my, already, more, than bleeding Heart: 
And was thy Love ſincere * then, remains? 
22 
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Nereſtan. Why ſhou'd a Tyrant heſitate, on Mur- 


der ! 

There, now, remains, but mine, of all the Blood, 
Which, through thy Father's cruel Reign, and Thine, 
Has, never, ceag'd to ſtream, on Syria's Sands; 
Reſtore a Wretch to his unhappy Race; 
Nor hope, that Torments, atter ſuch a Scene, 
Can torce one feeble Groan, to feaſt thy Anger. 
I waite my fruitleſs Words, in empty Air; 
The Tyrant, o'er the bleeding Wound, he made, 
Hangs his unmoving Eye, and leeds not me. 

Oman. O, Zara ! 


Oraſinin. Alas! ! my Lord, return—w hither wou a'd 
Grief 


Tranſport your gen'rous Heart This Chriſlian | 


0 
O/nan. I Abe off his Fetters, and obſerve my Will: 


Jo Hun, and all his Friends, give inſtant Liberty ; 


Pour a Frofuſion, of the richeſt Gifts, 

On theſe unhappy Chriſtians; and, when heap'd, 

Wich vary d Benefits, and charg'd, with Riches, 

Give 'em ſafe Conduct, to the neareſt Port. 
Oraſmin. But, Sir 
Qſran. Reply not, but obey. 

Fly—nor diſpute thy Maſter's laſt Command, 

Thy Foe who orders—and thy Friend, who loves 

ee 

Go—loſe no Time — farewell be gone — and thou! 

Unhappy Warrior! — yet, leſs loſt, than 1 

Haſte, trom our bloody Land—and, to thy own, 

Convey this poor, pale, Object of my Rage: 

Thy king, Las” all his Chrittians, when they hear 

Thy Miſeries, ſhall mourn em, with their Tra: ; 

But, if thou tell'ſt em mine, and tell'ſt em, truly, 

They, who ſhall hate my Crime, fhall pity Me. 

'Take, too, this Poinard, with thee, which my Hand 

Has ſtain'd with Blood, far dearer, than my own ; 

Tell em —with This, I murder'd, Her, I lov'd ; 


The | 
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The nobleſt, and moſt virtuous, among Women! 
The Soul of Innocence, and Pride of Truth! 
Tell 'em, I laid my Empire at her Feet; 
Tell em, I plung'd my Dagger in her Blood; 
Tell 'em, I fo ador'd—and, thus reveng'd her. 
| 5 | [ Stabs himſelf. 
Rev'rence this Heroe and conduct him, ſafe. 
: | Dies. 
Nereftan. Direct me, Great Inſpirer of the yt 
How ſhou'd I act, how judge, in this Diſtreſs ? 
Amazing Grandeur! and ccteſted Rage! 
Fv'n I, amidſt my Tears, admire this Foe, 
And mourn his Death, who liv'd to give me Woe, 


End of the Fifth 42, 


SS FF IS UW TU U-., 
Spoke by Mrs. CLI E. 


TERE, tale a Surfeit, Sirs, of being Jealous 3 


And ſhun the Pains, that plague theſe Turkiſh 
Felloaus : 


here Love and Dt ata join Hands, their Darts con- 
founding, 


Save us, goed Heawn! from this new Way of 
| Worunpins ! | 
Curs'd Climate !---awhere, to CarDs, à lone-left No- 
Na 5 
Has only, One of her Black-Guards, zo ſummon! 
Sig he, and fits mop'd, with her tame Beaſt 70 gaze at: 
And, that cold Treat, is all the Game be plays at! 
For---foou'd jhe once, ſome Abler Hand be trying, 
Poignard's the Word! aud, the fiſt Deal is---Dry- 


ING |! 


*Slife ! ſhou'd the bloody Whim get Greund, in 
Britain, - 

Yhere Woman's FREEDOM has ſuch Heights, to fit on; 

Daggers, PROVOK'D, ewou'd bring on DESOLATION : 


And, murder'd Felles un-people alf the Nation 
Fain 
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Fain wou'd I help this Play, io move Compaſſion ; 
And live, to hunt SusPicion out of Faſbion. 
Four Motives, ffrongly recommend, to Lowers, 

Hate of this Weakneſs, that our Scene diſcovers : 


Firſt then---A Woman WiLL, or Won'r--—-depend 
az't : 5 
If ſhe will do't, foe WII I: and, there's an End on 'r. 
But, if ſhe won't,---/ince ſafe and ſound your Truſt is, 
Fear is ArFRONT : and Jealouſy InjusTICE. 


Next, He who bids his Dear do, what ſhe pleaſes, 
Blunts Wedlaci's Edge; and, all its Torture eaſes: 
For---not to feel your Suff rings, is the ſame, 

A. not to ſuffer :--- All the Diff *rence---Name. 


_ Thirdly---The Jealous Huſband wrongs his Honour; 
9 No Wife goes Lame, without ſome Hurt upor Her : 
ff Aud, the malicious World will fill be gueſſing, 
4 N bo, oft, Dines out, diſlikes her own Cook's Dreſſing. 


Fourthly, and laſtly, to conclude my Lect᷑ure, 
If you wou'd r1x tb inconſtant Wite---RESPECT ber. 
She who perceives her Vertues OVvER-RATED, 
1 Will fear to have th* Account more juſtly fated - 
= - And, borr wing, from her Pride, the Good Wife's 
bi E bs SEEMING, 


Crow REALLY SUCH---to Merit your Efteeming. | 


